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THE ILLUMINATION. 
AN INCIDENT OF THE MEXICAN WAR. 
BY MISS Cy F. ASHMEAD. 


To that period when repeated victories over 
the Mexicans in three or four successive engage- 
ménts had inspired the land to offer some public 
demonstration of national gratification, this tale 
would draw the attention of the reader. 

Tt is not long since brilliant illuminations 
throughout many ‘a city, town and village, be- 
spéke the people’s pride and joy in the con- 
tinued triumphs of American arms. But in 
evety place where these rejoicings were held, 
there must have been some whose hearts neither 
kindled tior reflected back one spark of the bril- 
liancy that surrounded them—individuals whose 
kindred blood had been, or was soon to be, shed 
or else imperilled, to aid in the purchase of vic- 
tory. ‘To such, indeed, these fires could have 
been little short of bitter mockery of griefs too 
wild for any, except those who have known the 
danger or death of the loved and absent, to ap- 
preciate. 

On a certain day, in a city of no great dimen- 
sions or no great noté, preparations for one 
of these ifluminations was in progress. Adver- 
tisements of candles for sale, had, for a week 
previous, been placarded on every wall and 
post, and thrown in at every door. Grocers, 
confectioners “and milliners, had, for the time 
being, changed ‘the ‘tenor of their respective 
vocations, and dealt chiefly in the vending of 
lots of little tin candlesticks to suit the ap- 
proaching ‘occasion. Transparencies of Gen. 
Taylor, in every imaginable military situation 
and attitude, had been prepared. Materials for 
fire-works of all possible forms had been pro- 
cured. ‘And now the long anticipated day had 
come, and everything ‘must be made ready 
against the evening. In the interior of every 
house men, women and children were as busily 

at work with candles as if the tenure of exist- 
enee had suddenly, in some way, become in- 
terwoven with the cutting, and — and 
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placing of them in windéws :—while the few 
passengers along the streets seémed to be out 
for the single purpose of noting their neighbors? 
preparations, in order that they might take mea- 
sures on their return home, not to fall short of 
the full complement of light about to be exhi- 
bited by others. And thus the day wore away, 
and the evening came. 

The whole town becoming, as‘it were, bathed 
in brilliancy, it was not until then that an ob- , 
server would have discovered, that, although 
the public demonstration was general, yet it was 
not entirely universal. “Here and there'a dwel- 
ling with shutters closed, and from which no 
single strea@ of light emerged, offered itself as 
a mark for gossip and observation. 

In one of these dwellings, situated in a retired 
street, within a patlor whose arrangements were 
rather comfortable than elegant, sat a lonely lady. 
A small shaded Jamp was on the ‘table by het 
side, and ‘near it lay the last newspaper, whose 
contents she had probably recently been examin® 
ing, though she now seeined fo be plunged in 
deep and sad reflection. 

She suddenly roused herself, wiped away a 
tear that trembled in her soft, blue eye, and was 
about to engage herself with her work, when a 
little boy burst into the room, exclaiming— 

«Mama, mama, come and see the firé-works 
—dquick, mama, or the prettiest will all be over.” 

The lady called him to her sidé, and said a few 
words to him in a gentle voice. 

“Dear mama,” replied the child, “I forgot 
that I was saying anything to make you' sorry: 
but I happened to sée them from the back win- 
dow up stairs, and not remembering ty papa at 
that moment, I thought that you would like to 
see them, too, dear.” 

“Tt is selfish in me,’’ said the lady, after a 
moment or tw6, “to wish to check your childish 
pleasure at the sight of these beautifal works of 
art. Go up stairs again to the window, my love, 
and look at the fire-works.  Go,’’ she added, 
parting’ his golden curls, and kissing ‘is fair 
forehead as he lingered affectionately near her, 
and hesitated to leave her. 








~eeeeee eae O02  B  Oeeeeeeeeeeeeee 


150 —. 


—_—_——e—eeee 





TS 


On this second repetition of the command, the 
boy, with the natural feelings of his years, after 
repaying her kiss, returned up stairs. And the 
lady had taken up her knitting, when the door- 
bell rang, and a Visitor entered, It was Mr. 
Thompson, thé ‘kind friend in whose charge her 
husband ‘had left her, when, a month before, he 
had been ordered to join his regiment in Mexico. 

‘“*My dear madam,” began he, “I have come 
to take you to my house to spend the evening. 
This place is lonely and dull, and reminds you 
of him who is gone. Moreover, you must first 
walk around the town with me, and look at 
these illuminations. It is perfectly natural that 
you should not—being one who has a husband 
about to engage in the war—have lit up your 
own dwelling: but it is not natural—being an 
officer’s wife—that you should feel no pride in 
these great victories of ournational arms. Come, 
my dear madam, get your bonnét and shawl.’? 

‘Excuse me, my friend,’’ sdid the lady, ‘but 
) 

*T will have no buts,” replied Mr. Thompson, 
kindly, though positively. ‘‘ Your good husband 
left you subject to my commands, and they this 
evening impose upon you this trial of your obe- 
dience.”? © 

The lady seemed to feel too little energy to 
dispute the point further; and saying she would 
first have her little son put to bed, left the room 
for that purpose, and shortly aftereturned pre- 
pared for her walk, 

To say how faithfully good Mr. Thompson 
conducted his geritle charge through the streets, 
and pointed out to her all the principal illumi- 
nations—those that were “best worth looking 
at,”? as he said—would be impossible.. To tell 
how ingeniously | he explained the designs con- 
tained on the different transpar s—some of 
which, truth to say, were riddles of the deepest 
order—would be more impossible still. And to 
set forth how dexterously he succeeded in half 
beguiling the sad lady’s melancholy thoughts, 
would be the most impossible of all. His was 
one of those true hearts, full of the milk. of 
human. kindness, not often met with in this 
selfish world: and. overflowing with interest for 
the gentledbeing left under his protection by the 
friend who had gone to share the dangers and 
uncertainties of war, that-heart had conceived 
that the sound of these rejoicings meeting her 
ear in the solitude.of her own home, and bearing 
with it suggestions of the cause that originated 
them, would have a much. more painful effect 
upon her feelings, than if, in the admiration of 
the pageant, she: suffered herself to forget, the 
occasion that.called it forth. In this belief he 
had visited her, and, as we  haye, seen, had 
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succeeded in inducing her to join him, an un- 
willing spectator of the unwonted scene. In 
spite of herself she was gradually beguiled into 
forgetfulness, in noticing the various forms in 
which the taste of the different illuminators had 
displayed itself, the beauties of some and the 
absurdities of others of the transparencies, and 
the crowd which thronged the streets: so that 
by the time she reached Mr. Thompson’s, she 
had recovered some small portion of the cheer- 
fulness and animation that characterized hér 
countenance before the sound of war had called 
her husband from their happy home. 

And it was’not at Mr. Thompson’s house, or 
surrounded by those she met there, that that 
lady was to be permitted to relapse into the 
depth of -her melancholy mood. For there was 
Mrs. Thompson, the fattest and kindest:of good 
women, possessed of what rarely go together in 
this world, a tongue of silver and a heart of sin- 
cerity: and there was Miss Bella, her daughter, 
with what are oftener united, a yoice of music 
and a.soul of tenderness: and there was Master 
Charles, her son, owner of a ready jest and a 
merry laugh: and there was young Mr. Brown- 
son, Miss Bella’s lover, proprietor of a fund of 
anecdote, with the happiest manner of intro- 
ducing the same to suit the tastes of his andi- 
tors. They’had all been round likewise to look 
at the illuminations, and had returned full of 
talk «bout them,.and about: many other. things 
besides. . And what with Jistening to them chat 
around her, and joining in occasionally herself; 
and. looking at them snuff the candles, (for Mr, 
Thompson’s family had. illuminated) and some- 
times snuffing one herself: and listening for the 
report from Master Charles every twenty minutes 
on his return from his snuffing expedition up 
stairs, as to whether or not anything had taken 
fire: and the excitement once of an alarm at one 
of the candles over the front door having slightly 
burned the wood-work—the evening passed ra- 
pidly, and ten o’clock arrived: and the bereaved 
lady was constrained to admit that she had spent 
a pleasanter evening than she could have be- 
lieved possible had any one predicted it for her 
beforehand. ; 

But while that sad lady was being beguiled 
thus, a rather remarkable train of circumstances 
was occurring in the house she had left so short 
a time before. 

The town clock had just.struck half past eight, 
when a gentleman who. had walked at. a rapid 
rate.up the street—so rapid. that he had scarcely 
cast.a glance at the illuminated windows on his 
passage—rang the bell,.and gained admission. 
The servant, who, by.the way, was. a)stranger, 
and had come; that day, replied to his questions 
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for her mistress by saying that she had gone out, 
but would be home by ten o’clock. 

“Very well,” said the gentleman, dismissing 
her with an air of command that instinct impel- 
Jed her not to gainsay: “I will await her return 
in the parlors :”’ and so saying, he entered them. 

“But although he had said he would await the 
lady’s return, he seemed little disposed to do so, 
if oné might judge by the impatience he exhi- 
bited during the first five minutes, and by some 
monosyllabic expressions that half escaped his 
lips. Presently he said aloud, “and the boy, 
too——” and without finishing the sentence, he 
strode to the parlor door, through the long pas- 
sage, and up the stairs, into a room where the 
child, who has once before been introduced to 
the reader, lay in his little bed, asleep. The 
gentleman was tall and dignified, but he cast 
aside for the moment both his height and his 
dignity~as he stooped down to kiss the rosy 


sleeper, and appeared to brush the moisture } 


from his eye while he did so. Then passing 
one arm under the alabaster neck and raising 
the curly head, while he gently shook the child 
to' rouse him, he said, “Charley, boy, wake up.”’ 
The dreamer, however, was in too deep a sleep 
to be easily recalled to the things of earth: and 
the gentleman, perceiving it, replaced the head 
upon the pillow after a moment or two, mur- 
muring that it was “a sin to disturb him,” and 
retraced his steps to the parlor. 

But he had scarcely seated himself there before 
his former impatience returned: in seeking some 
relief from which he rushed to the front door and 
looked out upon the illuminated street. ‘Sud- 
denly, as he stood there, a thought appeared to 
strike him, for he clapped his hands and a smile 
broke upon his countenance. It must have been 
a bright thought, or it could not have lighted up 
the gentleman’s dark eyes with. such a ray of 
pleasure as it did : and furthermore, it must have 
been a cunning thought, or he would not have 
nodded to himself so complacently after he had 
pondered upon it for a moment or two. What- 
ever it was, its next effect was té impel him to 
step in great haste to the neighboring grocer’s, 
whence he presently returned, followed by a boy 
laden with a box and bundle. The box on being 
opened displayed spermiaceti candles, and the 
bundle, on being relieved of its brown paper 
wrapper, tumbled over the floor in the shape of 
little tin ‘candlesticks. These last ‘the gentle- 
man began to collect together, and to place in 
the windows, having first opened the shutters, 
while he ordered the boy to take a knife which 
he. had thrown @#pon the table, and ‘cut the 
candles in three”? The boy obeyed, and the 
gentleman went up stairs, bearing the remaining 





tin candlesticks, in order that he might prepare 
the windows there in like manner with those 
below. 

Not to waste words, the arrangements were 
soon made, and their object effected: and the 
house, that in the early part of the evening 
was conspicuous for being a dark blank upon 
the illuminated street, if not as elaborately and 
tastefully lighted up as some of its neighbors, 
was at least no longer a mark for curiosity. 
Not at any rate to the crowd. 

But’was it astonishment, or curiosity, or ap- 
prehension that most pervaded the feclings of 
its poor mistress, as accompanied home by good 
Mr. Thompson, she gained her awn pavement 
to meet the burst of factitious light from a dwel- 
ling from whose interior—to speak figuratively 
—the real light for her had gone out, oh, sad to 
think! perhaps forever, and of whose absence 
she had left the darkened windows as the type 
and emblem? It was doubtless at first a mix- 
tare of all. The thought that some insolent in- 
truder had gained admission to her house to 
mock her loneliness by this outrage, thought 
which came at length, the only explanation that 
her reason could suggest, was not at all caleu- 
lated to allay her agitation. 

As to Mr. Thompson, he, good man !—inex- 
perienced in solving mysteries, and ignorant of 
the impossibility that the new servant woman 
left alone to keep house, or the waiter, who had 
departed early in the evening to assist in some 
fire-works out of town, could have got up an 
illumination on their own account in her ab- 
sence, he opined, by way of reassuring his 
companion: that the domestics had only been 
entertaining themselves by lighting up a little: 
pleasantly adding in proof of such a supposition, 
the adage that ‘‘ when the cat’s away the mice 
will play.”? 

But the lady answered him that this was out 
of the question. ‘* There can be no doubt,” said 
she, **that we have left the door ajar in going 
out, and that some one has entered to offer me 
this insult in the absence of my husband. How 
his brave blood-would boil,’? she added, ‘and 
his soldier’s hand would burn to punish such an 
outrage upon his wife’s seclusion.” 

**Here is a hand then ready to do it in his 
name, my dearest madam, whoever he may be,” 
said Mr. Thompson, as he rang the bell. 

** Who has been here this evening ?”’ he asked 
of the servant woman when she appeared. 

“A gentleman, sir,”’ she replied, “called and 
asked for Mrs. » and when he found she 
was not at home, and would not be till ten 
o’clock, and I could not tell bim where she was 
gone, he said he would wait in the parlor till 
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shecame. I thought he might be a particular 
acquaintance—may be a relation~so I made no 
objections.”? So saying, she opened the parlor 
door, and, perceiving the illuminated windows, 
started back aghast. 

Mr. Thompson’ entered with his cane raised, 
ready to punish’ the -villain who had gained ad- 
mission to the house under the.specious pretence 
of being a visitor, but he was no where to be 
seen. ‘The scoundrel has decamped,’’ he said, 
after casting his eyes all round the room. ‘* He 
had seen me leave the house early in the evening 
in company with its mistress; no doubt, and con- 
ceived the design of playing this trick upon her, 
thinking it would. be! a glorious jest. He shall 
be found out yet, though, and suffer for it. Gen- 
tleman indeed! thé audacious rascal.’’ 

- Meanwhile the lady, still in'a state of much 
agitation, inquiréd for herchild; and the servant 
woman replying that she had gone up and looked 
at him a quarter.of an hour before, and that he 
was then sleeping unmolested in his little room 
at the back of the house, they ascended thither 
together. He was, indeed, asleep, having suf- 
fered no other disturbance during his mother’s 
absence than the gentle and affectionate one 
already known to the reader; and which had 
left no visible trace behind. But who shall say 
that it left not one invisible; or that the guardian 
spirits who watched.over that infant’s slumbers 
had not mysteriously instilled into his visions the 
image of a dear friend suddenly brought forward 
from the far perspective of the landscape of his 
dreams? Who shall say that the consciousness 
of.the presence of a beloved parent unexpectedly 
restored to him, had not, by some magnetic in- 
fluence, been conyeyed to his sleeping senses, 
even though his waking ones might remember 
it not? 

Be that as it may, the child stirred on euihie 
voices, and opening his.eyes, said, ‘oh, mama, 
have you got back? . Maria, I have dreamed 
about my papa. I thought in my sleep that he 
had come home, and brought you a present of a 
beautiful cactus. One kind of eactus, you know, 
looks something like a serpent. Well, mama, 
I dreamed that with. grieving over papa’s ab- 
sence, you liad grown scarcely to know one 
thing from another: and I thought that although 
the cactus was in bloom, and had on it beauti- 
ful, bright flowers, you would imagine it was a 
serpeat, and would not Jook at it, nor touch it, 
nor water it. Was not that.a strange dreani, 
mama? and wouldn’t it be odd if papa were to 
come home sooner than: you expect ?” 

«* Qh, that ‘such a surprise were possible, my 
love. But get up and be dressed quickly, for 
we cannot stay here to-night. Some one has 





got into the house while I was absent, and I am 
afraid to remain. Get up; and we will. return 
home with Mr. Thompson.” 

The child was soon ready, and hand in hand 
with his mother they descended to the parlor, 
where Mr. Thompson still stood, giving vent 
to his indignation in many denunciatory and 
threatening terms. 

**Charley and I will return homes with you 
to-night,” said the lady. ** Although it is hardly 
likely that the person who entered the house re- 
mained, or had any intention except to play a 
coarse joke upon me, the more insulting from 
my lonely. position, still, after what has hap- 
pened, I feel that J should be nervous the whole 
night if I were to stay here.”? 

Just what I was about to propose, my dear 
madam,” réplied Mr. Thompson. ‘* But I must 
put these candles out. before we leave; and do 
you sit down while I do so.” 

‘*Nay, you shall not put one out until you 
promise to leave the lady with me, and until 
she promises to remain,”’ said a person, issuing 
from behind the folds of a curtain, which had 
heretofore screened him from observation, and 
catching the lady in his arms. 

The lady gave one shriek of joy as she feil 
into his embrace, and the child running and 
putting an arm round each, exclaimed, ‘only 
to-night Charley said, wouldn’t it be strange if 
papa were to come home soon.”? 

**Tell us love,’ said the melancholy lady— 
melancholy now no more—when the first shock 
of .her surprise was over, ‘tell us what brought 
you home ?’? 

‘¢My orders were countermanded just when 
I reached New Orleans,” replied her husband, 
‘and I am now to be stationed at . In 
a few days we must be ready to set out, and I 
shall, probably, remain there a year.”’ 

They.arrived at their new location just in 
time to participate in another illumination, in 
which the reader is assured they were behind 
none of their neighbors in the various demon- 
strations befitting the océasion. 








LOVE. 
BY M. SHIVELEY. 

‘Love is a fabled God,” the stoic cries, 

‘* No works of his by man are felt or seen; 
And they who most his fable@ pleasures prize, 

Are disappointed most. No joys serene 
Iilume the paths they tread; for they, I ween, 

Are ever foflowing phantoms; and their days 
Are ripe with bitter tears!” Fool, hast thou been 

Thus blind through all thy life? “rurn, turn thy gaze 
To Heav’n—and thou shalt then -" SOURCE OF ALL 

Love, praise! 
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THE DECLINE AND FALL 
OF MRS. PRISCILLA PRINGLE. 
BY H. HASTINGS WELD. 


CHAPTER I. 


Mrs. Priscitua Prinete protested that she 
was afflicted with the most refractory set of chil- 
dren that ever lived, disobedient, disrespectful, 
and contumacious ; that they would not obey and 
did not respect her; that they were the plagues 
of her life, and the torments of her existence; 
and that in short they were altogether, instead 
of being blessings, carses of the most afflicting 
description. 

Mrs. Priscilla was prone to exaggeration. A 
part—and a very small part of what she said was 
true, and another part, and a very large part was 





no such thing. It is certain that parents should 
have command over their offspring ; but it is also 
certain that the little humans should be treated 
and recognized as responsible beings, with some 
will and discretion of theirown. It is rather an 


seven—six children and a husband. Any body 
else would have called them seven blessings— 
for the three boys were the pictures of good 
health, the three girls did no discredit to their 
fresh milk and bread and butter, and the whole 
six were as kind and cheerful in disposition as 
circumstances would allow. If they were rough 
and abrupt it was their mother’s fault—if they 
were not absolutely and irreclaimably vicious 
it was Heaven’s mercy, and no thanks to their 
trainings As to the husband, poor fellow, though 
in tolerable good esteem out-of-doors, in the 
house he was a nullity, his good wife completely 
over-shadowing him, and crowding him down 
into the most complete and pitiful insignificance. 
We have said he was held in tolerable esteem 
out-of-doors. It was tolerable esteem only, for, 
observe it when you will, the man who permits 
himself. to be what is vulgarly, though expres- 
sively enough denominated hen-pecked, is placed 
in the ridiculous posture of being pitied among 
his fellows; and such pity seldom fails to make 
aman contemptible. He must be more than 


assumption to suppose that children can be 80 ; ordinarilyyclever or wise who can support him- 
drilled as to make every movement, and subject ; self under such adverse circumstances. Socrates 
every thought to the superior direction of the ; might utter grave jokes, as he chose, upon the 





too much. So is the family. The rulers of the: 
world, striving to over govern it succeed in pro-- 
ducing a large annual crop of superfluous crimi- 
nals; and the heads.of households, endeavoring 
to govern them too much provoke a plentiful | 

; 
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supply of disobience. Indeed the law-ridden 
citizen can scarce move without running counter 
to some municipal or other regulation; and the 
beleagueréd child can hardly do a thing without 
encountering the awful query, “Didn’t I tell 
you not to do so?” Poor little rogues! How 
can they be expected to remember the caprices 
which their dictators can scarce themselves re- ° 
collect ? : 

Mrs. Priscilla’s lips had an unfortunate affec- ‘ 
tion for the monosyllable *‘no!?? Scarce did her 
mouth ever open’ to any desire of the children, ° 
except to pronounce that hard, little word— 
often, too, without» a clear understanding of 
what she was answering. We have. called it 
hatd. So it was to the children. So it would 
have been toa’ parent who had any real sym- 
pathy with her offspring; but Mrs. Priscilla pop- 
ped it out as suddenly as a potatoe pellet out of 
a quill—and with quiteis little thought as may 
be supposed to reside in the quill and potatoe. 
If, by any marvellous chance she yielded assent; 
it was in some such ungracious way as—* well, 
I don’t care+go and break your necks if you 
are resolved on ityand don’t tease’my life out!”? 

The plagues‘ of our good woman’s life were 
13* 
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- parents.. They say that the world is governed eccentricities of his amiable helpmeet; but if we 


could only talk half an hour with Plato and the 
rest of the old Athenian’s pupils, we should dis- 
cover that they heldtheir master in no higher 
respect for submitting to Madame Xantippe’s 
shower-baths. It is a great pity that all women 
do not perceive that their belittling their hus- 
bands is as if the moon should put out part of 
the light of the sun—and thus lose the benefit of 
the reflection. But so it is. ?Tis true, ’tis 
pity, and pity ’tis, *tis true.”? 

As to the children, we have said they were 
well fed. So were they comfortably clad on ordi- 
nary occasions—being invested with garments 
which in winter preserved them comfortable, 
and_in summer preserved decency. It is true 
that the graces were not very much consulted. 
The elder boy and the elder girl were the only 
ones for whom new clothes could be said to be 
very often fitted—if indeed an adaptation of 
father’s and mother’s garments to the lesser 
longitude and circumference of the children 
could be ‘calied making zew clothes. But the 
two elder fared far the best; fer the garments 
once fitted to them, were supposed to answer 
for all the others in their turn; and if the little 
urchins did not grow quite fast enough up to 
these residuary garments, whose fault was that, 
pray?. Not the mother’s—for she was a notable 
manager, as all shrews are, and declared that it 
was of no use to give children “nice” clothes 
for-¢very day wear, to “horse into rags and 
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stram all to -piecés.”? « The Sunday clothes, got 
up with more ostentation, were far less comfor- 
table; for the poor: little rogues knew that the 
inevitable wear and: tear of these choicer vest- 
ments would certainly be visited upon them as 
transgressions. They were held accountable for 
all the short comings of the sheep who grew the 
wool, or the negro who picked the cotton in the 
first place; for all the tricks of trade of carders, 
spinners, weavers: and dressers; for all the rot- 
tenness imparted by the dying processyand for 
all the fastness which the colors exhibited in 
running away, instead of fast staying. All the 
mistakes of the needle, the:shears and the scis- 
sors in’ the making ups all faults in fact in the 





various stages of manufacture, from the raw > and girls are not much better. 


material to the finished garment, were counts 
in the indictment against the luckless child, as 


clothes: would wear out. Miss-fits were a stand- 


ing cause of rebuke and crimination. Showers, 
dust and wind, mud}:snow and ice, all the na- 
tural enemies of children’s apparel were grievous 
errors in the children themselves: Of course 
when ‘Sunday came. with its scrubbings, ablu- 
tions, brushings, blackings and cetera, the poor 
little victims felt as if their seventh day sentence 
to the stocks came s¢éventy times too often. 
Through the services, instead of listening,.each 
was thinking, in the terror of his or her. heart— 
shan *t I catch it to-night when my best things 
come off!’? And each when catechised thought 
that the answers to the questions on the cate- 
chism were misprints, and that the chief end of 
man and woman should read, “to take-care of 
my Sunday clothes.”” Whether this Sunday ex- 
ercise tended very much to vital piety and true 
religion, the reader‘ must’ decide. 


CHAPTER Il. 


Curmpren grow, It. is.lucky for them that 
they do—at least it was lucky for-the little Prin- 
gles when they ceased to be little any longer, 
and by sheer bone and muscle outgrew the con- 
stant domination of their. mother, and began to 
havea faint'idea that. they had souls. of their 
own; however careful they were compelled to 
be to keep their knowledgé.of any such farbid- 
den: ‘truth as this from the suspicion of ‘their 
mother.! John Pringle, the elder son,.as hé came 
forward,insensibly grew to feel that-it'was not of 
so much absolute necessity that he should con- 
sult: his mother whether-he might litter the stock 
with this year’s straw or last. He quietly as- 
suméd-the responsibility of ** setting” the bunch 
beans where he close, and planting thé Limas 
where ‘lie pleased without submitting the ques- 
tion to-his mother; and he actually dared upon 
certain occasions to saddle,or * geer up’? Dobbin 
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when he wanted him, without so much as saying 
“may 1?”- Mrs. Priscilla Pringle scolded—but 
alas! her glory. was departed. Jahn inherited 
a part of her disposition, and was not the tame, 
submissive creature that her easy husband always 
had been; and the mothér éven began to have 
her misgivings that John might dare to havé a 
fancy of his own in the choice of a wife, one of 
those days. ‘‘ Well,” she said, “ that’s the way 
we poor women are served. Slave and toil 
and toil aad slave, to bring up our children, and 
then have them turn right round, and>pay us 
with ingratitude.”’ It certainly is very naughty 
of young people to choose mates for themselves, 


2 instead of for their mothers—but boys.will.do so, 


To be sare such 
foolish young people pretend to say that where 
their own happiness is at stake they ought to 
have the right to choose—but such heresies are 
very properly condemned by the Priscilla Pringle 
maternal school; and cannot be too fiercely dis- 
couraged, nor too peremptorily frowned, down, 

Priscilla, the eldest daughter, was coming for- 
ward also into constructive rebellion. She ac- 
tually managed, by sale of rags and remnants, 
or in some other surreptitious manner to, possess 
herself of some imitation lace edging, and to 
sew it on the neck of her Sunday frock, without 
consulting her mother, Nay, she accomplished 
also, a silk apron, and trimmed and retrimmed 
her bonnet with perfect independence—* just as 
if,?? as Mrs. Pringle declared, ‘‘the cat had been 
her mother instead of me, who tended her month 
after month when she was a puny thing, and was 
up with her night after night in the croup, when 
Geraldine was a nursing baby. ‘ But.so it is, 
A body may toil and slave, and slave.azd toil, 
and nobody ever thanks a body for it.” 

Mrs. Pringle declared that she wished they 
were all grown up out of her way—but if she did 
wish any such thing, her actions belied her. The 
whole study of her life seemed to be to’prevent 
their development. Once children, she held that 
they should always be children; and great was her 
indignation when they first presumed to attempt 
to spread their own bread and butter, When she 
was a girl, she said, children were.children. A 
gteat many mothers say the same thing; but we 
never knew it to produce any other impression 
than that the speakers remain children still. Be- 


cause one generation is unwise, the next is not. 


bound to perpetuate its felly. . Nor. do these dea- 
lers in reminiscences tell exactly the truth. They 
remember what their parents did, but they forget 
how the children resisted; for since the days of 
Adam: hath it been the case that when parents 
drew the leading strings too tight, children have 
takea the responsibility of stretching them. 
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Another sign of rebellion began to be evident 
in the estate of Pringledom. Old Mr. Pringle, 
perceiving that his son resisted and was not 
whipped, and. that his daughter showed signs 
of insubordination and still survived, pricked 
up his ears,.and opened his eyes, and began to 
show signs of vitality. He too under shelter of 
John on his right, and Priscilla Jr, on his left, 
ventured to defy the jurisdiction of her who had 
held undisputed sway over him ‘for so many 
years. He dared various domestic encounters 
—such for instance as refusing to stay out of 
doors in the rain, rather than *‘ track’? his wife’s 
floor in getting within the shelter of his house. 
He ventured. upon a new. hat, though he had 
only worn his go-to-meeting but seven years; and 
hé would incontinently give his younger children 
pennies and sixpennies when they asked, without 
heeding his wife’s angry rentonstrances; and as 
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to John—horror of horrors!—he actually pre- 


sented him with a silver watch upon his eigh- 
teenth birth-day, and when Mrs. Priscilla Pringle 
declared that it was sinful extravagance, he told 
her she had better put, the sil ver watch aforesaid 
in a. mortar,and pound. it up fine with the pestle, 
to relieve her feelings. .Was.there ever such a 
speech! Was there ever such a man! Was 
there ever a woman so abused and maltreated, 
and down-trodden, and also, down-cast! The 
glory of Priscilla was departed. She had sown 
trouble for herself with a free hand,and the crop 
was coming in apace. 
The four pangeasiveingice were not slow to 
observe the signsof the times. Priscilla’s finery 
put her younger sisters on the order of discon- 
tent, and caused their little noses to be elevated 
with signs of evident disgust at the. third and 
fourth hand clothing which was their Sunday 
best. -Mrs. Pringle now lived in..a continual 
storm, and her girls were in a continual pout. 
As to’the two younger boys, they had a short 
hand way of making unacceptable clothes wear 
out which was truly miraculous. It was won- 
derful how nails would catch in their garments, 
and how cloth would tear. Mrs. Pringle patched 
and preached—but you might as well talk to an 
unbroken colt.about the necessity of respecting 


- his harness.and. forbearing to destroy the car- 


riage, as to a boy who dislikes his clothes about 
saving them. No such thing enters into his 
calculation, - 

Sturdily did Mrs. P#iscilla: Pringle stem the 
tide of innovation—but her wand of enchant- 
ment was broken. Even the youngest boy had 
become refractory and impertinent, and when at 
last. in desperation she. essayed to whip him— 
he ran. away! What a departure was this from 
the obedience of her oldest, who, at the same 
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age would submit to her slipper, like a lamb, 
and receive correction with no other resistance 
than the shouts.and screams, which are accep- 
table as the best evidence that; the medicine is 
doing good! Time had been when even the 
father would meekly dodge at the threatening 
palm, and permit his auriculars to be astonished 
without any spoken complaint. , Now all was 
changed. Misrule and complete rebellion had 
succeeded to good order. Words were thrown 
back with unblushing effrontery; and Mrs. Pris- 
cilla, who had no other.course than to revile the 
oftener, and speak the louder when she did 80, 
only gained thereby the reputation of a common 
scold. Her lips grew thin, and her nose became 
peaked. Arms a-kimbo was her usual attitude 
—and she was fast passing into that most pitiful 
of all nuisances, a spiteful and unariable old 
woman. 
CHAPTER III. 

Anp now there began to be more cause and 
truth in Mrs. Pringle’s complaints. She did re- 
ceive no respect from her children; for as they 
grew in years, they grew. in disrespect. The 
liberty they enjoyed was theirs not by their 
mother’s good will, but by right of conquest, 
and, as conquerors, they lorded it over the 
woman, who, in ‘the natural and proper course 
of things should have received more of their 
kind attention as her years and infirmities: re- 
quired it. But she had become a foreigner and 
a stranger in her own house—she knew nothing 
of what was going on among her children except 
by cross-questioning them; and the questions 
and answers were very far from being in the 
most kind and cheerful spirit. The mother was 
continually in the attitude and character of a. 
spy. ‘The natural jealousy;and acerbity of her 
disposition was heightened and aggravated by 
these unpleasant circumstances; and ‘to use the 
vulgar; but expressive proverb, the family lived 
‘like cats and dogs.”’ 

What was worse than all, there seemed no 
feasible or probable hope of escape from this un- 
comfortable state of belligerence. Confidence 
and affection once lost in a household, are very 
difficult, if notimpossible of restoration. Efforts 
to restore harmony are on either. side received 
with digtrust, and rejected overtures at recon- 
ciliation are amongst the very worst description 
of rejected addresses. Every new failure adds 
to the unfortunate breach, and places the parties 
farther than ever from friendship, Precisely 
in this condition—after an abortive attempt at 
pacification, stood affairs in the Pringle family. 
The. men had departed in a huff to their several 
vocations—the girls were scattered about the 
house each pursuing alone such of the household 
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” duties as she selected to herself, and each in no , “What did Gentleness say to all this? She did 


good humior in her solitary avocation. Mrs. P. } not hear the half. At first she stood, astonished 


P. herself was too much in wrath ‘to attempt { into remaining, and then as the words came with - 


anything, though she knew, as her childrén had } more haste and fury, she turned and fled. She 
amiably assured her, that there were abundance } had heard of Priscilla’s ungovernable temper— 
of things about the house which were “suffering } but had never before encountered her. She had 


_ to be ‘attended to.”? She was rocking herself } indeed no suspicion that there could be such e 


into fever heat in‘ the ‘best room,” her toe at } termagent in the wide world—mueh less that 
each ‘touch ‘of the floor striking it spitefally. ; she could be exposed to a causeless and unpro- 
Her face was crimson with anger, and shining } voked attack from one. Poor Agnes! 
with perspiration. All this was in remarkable It required infinite persuasion on the part 
contrast with the peaceable world without, for $ of John before Agnes ‘would ‘consent to listen 
the calmness of an early summer morning, the } again to the addresses of one whose mother 
dew yet sparkling on the flowers, and the aroma } was so violently, so furiously opposed to her 
of their fragrance loading the air, made the scene } union with him. ‘But love is a strong pleader, 
one which it would have seemed might of itself ; and in her gentle bosom‘the young man had a 
have lulled anger and contention to rest. But ; friend at court. Nay, he made of his mother’s 
Mrs. Priscilla was only the more disturbed at this { unhappy temper a strong argument why he, 
pleasant quietness. A thunder storm wouldhave ; having no solace in his own home, should ‘be 
been a glorious relief to her perturbed spirits. ; casting about for another. And—stranger things 
“A new’and living feature was shortly added ; have happened—in spite of this most uncour- 
to the cheerful beauties of the home and place. ; teous and unhappy interview—in due course of 
A snow-white ‘sun-bonnet tame along, shading ; time the gentle Agnes married the termagant’s 
a pair of the most heavenly blue eyes that mortal} son. Mrs. Priscilla was present at the wedding, 
could desire to look upon. The delicate com- ; and; as women have a great respect for the pro- 
plexion of the owner ripened on the cheeks to ’ prieties, nobody could have suspected from Mrs. 
a softened vermilion, such as artists love to } Priscilla’s demeanor, on that occasion, that she 
paint, but. very seldom sée. Her auburn hair } was not a cheerfully consenting party. But 
fell in graceful flowing tresses over her neck— ; scarcely had the guests departed, before, even 
her figure had no ‘hard or’ sharp outlines—her } in her son’s own house, she commenced an in- 
movements were all grace and loveliness, and ; fusion of her verjuice into his happiness; and 
there would be as little violence done to truth as } by a series of most bitter and unfeeling inuen- 
to. poetry, in calling such a vision angelic. She ; does strove to make the unién miserable. 
paused before the paling, with a little timid hesi- Her daughters looked ‘at each other—her hus- 
tation, and looked for a moment with pleased in-'} band at his son. The bridegroom rose and had 
terest over the blossoms which were expanding } prepared an angty answer, when the new-made 
in Mrs. Priscilla’s garden. Her movément was } wife with a forced smile placed her hand upon 
natural enough—in the country common enough, ; his lips, and gently pushed him back into his 
and anywhere, one would think harmless. Mrs.’ chair. ‘Pardon me,” she said, but 1 am mis- 
Pringle did not think so. tress here you know, John, and when ladies are 
Ont sallied the virago, her yellow cap-ribbons ; cofversing gentlemen mast not interfere.” 
fluttering in her wrath—scolds have a natural There was a pause. 
affinity for -yellow ribbons—and before Gentle- It was a painful pause for the family. - John 
ness could get out of the way Wrath began upon } feared for his wife—the father had an undefined 
her: terror that something was about to happen—the 
Oh, you minx! Oh, you hussy! Oh, you } daughters were sick with shame. Mrs. Priscilla 
thing of pretence and prevarication and hypo- } alone was in triumph. ‘Now, she fancied, the 
crisy! You’re:gentle—are you? ‘You’re kind, ; good character of her new daughter was to be 
are you? You’re’ peeping over my palimg and ; demonstrated to be all pretence, as she had over 
thinking that one of these days your little cant- } and often pronounced it. No woman could, 
ing hypocritical face ‘will be sailing round as} Mrs. P. P. fancied, endure what she had ¢aid 
mistress among the flowers I have planted. But } without reply; and she§loried in the thought 
you never shall. I’ll destroy them all first. You; that all the meekness of Agnes which had been, 





aA 


een eee 








~ 


never shall make a son of mine miserable if I} somewhat tauntingly it must be confessed, held- 


can help it. John may‘be a fool, but-his mother} up as her é¢rowning grace, was about to be 
is not.’ You ate mighty meek and patient and ; shown to be a mere cloak to’ catch a husband. 
chebrful now—but wait till your children tease ; The'worg had been said—the irrevocable knot 
you to-death as mine do—and then see!”’ was tied—why dissimulate longer? 

















TO A LADY WEEPING. 
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But Agnes did not.answer. Mrs. Priscilla, 
foiled and astonished, rose to go—and.Agnes 
begged ‘her, in a tone as cheerful as if nothing 
unpleasant had occurred, that she would come 
over the next day, with all her family, and see 
and help her eat her first attempt at a dinner 
in her own house. Was there ever such an 
answer to a scold? 


CHAPTER IV. 


Examrte works wonders. The kingdom of 
the Pringle’s was remarkably peaceable on the 
next day, for nobody referred to the disagreeables 
of the night before. The spirit of the gentle 
Agnes seemed to possess the father and chil- 
dren, and the mother could find nothing to scold 
about, and nobody to quarrel with... Mrs. P. 
was the particularly invited guest, and with one 
consent the day’s programme was so skilfully 
thrown into her hands, that she could cavil at 
no one, as no one presumed to have any mind 
distinct from hers.in the matter. 

She declared she would not go. 

« At what time then,”’ said her husband, “shall 
we come home to dinner ?”? 

“Oh, go there without me...I am 6ld, and 
hateful—and you all despise, and detest, and 
don’t want me—and . 

We can’t tell how it happened. We.cannot 
undertake to describe all the words, gestures, 
thoughts and actions of the next half hour—but 
at the end of it all parties had just recovered 
from a scene of deep emotion, Mother and 
daughters had wept on each others necks; mu- 
tual explanations had been made between hus- 
band and wife, and promises volunteered on all 
hands of future kindness. The gentle Agnes 
had. occasioned it. all—for her conduct on her 
wedding evening had not been the first instance 
in which her ‘soft answers had turned away 
wrath,” 

The day passed pleasantly. There was to be 
sure some constraint—much indeed, on the part 
of Mrs. Priscilla, for the point which her imme- 
diate connexions had never been able to effect, 
the breaking down of her unhappy temper bad 

been carried by the gentle stranger. All the 
time she seemed happy—but she was really 
heart-broken and subdued. It was a whole- 
some sorrow—and led to repentance. 

Thus had happened the imperious woman’s 
Decline and Fall. But it was a fall from which 





she gradually rose; and although’ a complete 
change in her character was among the things 
which could not be expected, nobody was quicker 
than herself to detect the first symptoms of a 
return of her old infirmities; and she had no 
reproaches, except her own, A wiser. but a 











sadder woman, the evening of her days passed 
in peace; though she never could so for forget 
that “girls were girls once,’ as to be without 
fears that her grand-children would be ruined 
by their mother’s foolish indulgence. -Foolish 
indulgence! Verily it is not so much the in- 
dulgences of children that ruins them, as the 
alternation of unreasonable kindness with*un- 
reasonable caprice. The world is finding out 
that fact.too. - Joy then to future generations— 
joy, too, to parents who have. thé sense to dis- 
cover that unreasonable strictness is not what 
Solomon recommended, much as the wise king 
has been misquoted, and misapplied. 


TO A LADY WEEPING. 
BY T. F. WOODFORD. 


Bricut as the dews on opening flowers that glisten 
The tear-drops sparkle on thy rosy cheek! 

Thy soft, dark eyes, which tears bedim and moisten, 
Their drooping lids half veil, and cause to speak 

More eloquent unto the heart thy wo— 

(Can one so young such bitter anguish know!) 


Yes, thou art beautiful amid thy sorrow— 
A Niobe thou seemest, drown’d in tears! 

Can aught assuage thy grief? Or-doth each morrow 
Bring naught but misery and gloomy fears? 

Say, can thy young spirit never find relief? 

Is there no panacea for thy grief? 


False to his vows hath thy base lover proven? 
Weep not that faithless love should soon depart! 
Break the insidious spell his art hath woven 
Around thy young, and fond! trusting heart! 
Banish the wretch forever from thy breast— 
With thy pure love unworthy to be blest! 
Dost weep for hopes that have too early faded— 
For youthful joys that blighted were too soon? 
Lady, let not thy soul be longer shaded 
By these black clouds of misery and gloom! 
Banish despair, to find elsewhere a home! 
Take heart, and look for brighter days to come! 
Without—the birds to their fond inates are singing, 
Telling their tales of happiness and love! 
The fragrant flowers are all around up-springing, 
And bright the Summer sun doth shine above! 
Lady, whilst Nature smiles can’st thou be sad? 
In sorrow plunged, while all around are glad! 
That lovely. brow is not the place for sadness 
To make its throne—to gloomy thoughts give birth, 
So, fairest one! let bright-eyed Hope, and Gladness, 
Unto, thy breast return; let smiling mirth 
Chase melancholy thoughts away, and gloom— 
With pleasing smiles thy beauteous face illume! 
Ah! like the sun, which oft through clouds obscuring, 
And falling drops, shines forth with brilliant beams, 
That radiant smile round thy sweet mouth is playing, 
That like a fresh and parted rose-bud seems! 
Vanished before it are all gloomy fears— 
And thou art Beauty smiling thro’ her tears! 
‘ 
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A RATLROAD DREAM. 
BY Ge Iq. PETERSON, 


Waar a: jolt! We have been a-doze and 
dreaming; in spite of this rail-road ‘car; but a 
jerk like that was. enough to wake the Seven 
Sleépers. Is anything the matter?° No, the 
train has only stopped to water, and now, 
roaring and puffing, and with another. — 
oh! our back#has started! 

We have been dreaming, and such a theeniing 
* confusion worse confounded.” Rail-roads and 
stage-coaches, stage-coaches and rail-roads all 
jumbled together, higgledy-piggledy —like the 
ingredients in a mince pie. It has mafe us 
cross and’ crusty, for just;as we were begin- 
ning to get sense out, of it, that abominable jerk 
bumped our head and woke us up! 

We like stage-coaches, and we don’t like them. 
We wish their inventor had been hanged ; and we 
wish there was as many of them now as in the 
good old times, before a rail-road was projected, 
or locomotives sent upon us to make us repent 
of our iniquities. We wish—we wish—in short, 
there is no end to our wishing. 

We like stage-coaches, and we don’t like them. 
We like the starting at day-break—the hurry, the 
crowds, the stowing of baggage, the fresh, rosy 
cheeks of the ladies, and all that. We like the 
jostling, the parting shake, the handing of lady 
passengers into the vehicle, the cracking of the 
coachman’s whip, and the shouts of the little 
boys as we are whirled off from the stage-office, 


We like the fresh morning air—wedike to study | 


the new faces around us—we like to chat with 
some blushing damsel opposite—we like to hear 
the horn telling us the breakfast tavern is. in 
sight—and, by the houris of the prophet! we like 


the hot coffee, and well buttered cakes which a 


morning ride makes so delicious to a sharpened 
appetite. We like all these—and we like a thou- 
sand things besides that every old stager like our- 
selves has at his finger’s ends. ‘Then we like the 
joy that sits on every countenance when we start 
again after our meal—we like the glorious trot 
with which our fresh posters whirl us off—we 
like the gay sunlight, the low voiced wind, and 
the chirp of the songsters in the dewy wood— 
we like to, sit upon the driver’s box, and hear 


long stories about every odd thing we pass—we, 


like to. get off and pick blackberries while, the 
coach toils up-a hill—we like, oh! how we like 
to sit on the back seat. betwixt two pretty girls, 
until one falls asleep upon. oursshoulder, with 
her warm breath playing across our cheek, 
and the other ‘asks us a thousand innocent 
questions in her faief*like voice, her blue eyes 





glistening—we like to have plenty of room in 
the coach, and a seat to ourselves—and we 
like, moreover, to see ‘the country, the little 
stréamlets, the clumps of woodland, the rich ver- 
dure of the meadows, the white houses peeping 
through the trees, and the blue outline of the 
far off hills ‘melting into the sky, and not to be 
whirled along on one unvaried level, between 
hills of dirty gravel, clattering—clinkum clan- 
kum—through smoky tunnels under ground, or 
rattling over bridges that shake under you hun- 
dreds of feet in the air. 

We like stage-coaches, and we don’t like 
them. ‘We don’t like the dust, and ‘the heat, 
and the jolting, and the tpsetting over a pre- 
cipice—we don’t like to be jammed up betwixt 
two fat mattons—we don’t like a squalling baby 
at our elbow—we don’t like an old maid to be 
asking us to look after band-boxes—we don’t 
like leaky curtains in a rain—we don’t like lazy 
horsés—we don’t like an old, ricketty coach— 
we don’t like a corpulent gentleman to tread 
on our toes—we don’t like a neighbor’s elbows 
sticking into our ribs—we don’t like a Jersey 
road, through pine forests, under a broiling sun, 
where one drags along at two miles an hour 


“without seeing a house for a league—we don’t 


like, why the fact is we don’t like anything that 
ruffles our temper, or puts us out of humor with 


ourselves or the world. 


Bat neither do we like rail-roads. We don’t 
like to be packed and ticketed like a bale of 
goods—we don’t like to be shut up in one car 
with a gang of tobacco chewers, while the ladies 
are stowed away in another—we don’t like’ the 
clank of the train, or the puffing of the locomo- 


tive, or the shriek of the steam whistle. We 


don’t like the stopping to water, or the letting 
off the steam. We don’t like to shoot through 
torn up gardens, or beneath houses almost tn- 
dermined, or by your little old taverns with a 
Conestoga ‘wagon cozily standing by the door, 
where the» very horses turn their heads lazily 
toward you as you pass, seeming to mock one, 
because he can’t stop and enjoy himself in the 
shade as well as they. We don’t like the chance 
of being blown sky-high, or tumbled down a 
gravel. hill till your neck is broken, even though 
we have the consolation that our widow—that is 
if we are married—may recover damages there- 
for. ‘We don’t like rail-roads, and we don’t like 
stage-coachés—but of the two give us the rail- 
road, after all! 

What heart has not quickened at the -first 
coming of what the Indian called so poetically 


-¢©The Iron Horse??? Who that has seen ‘it 


glancing in the night far off on the horizon like 
a flitting star—or heard its deep voice, growing 
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nearer and nearer, through the palpable obscure 
—or seen it shoot, black and gigantie from the 
darkness, clank, flash, and roar an instant by, 
and then vanish like a meteor in the gloomy 
distance, that has not felt.there was grandeur 
—aye! sublimity itself, in this master-work of 
man? 


‘BYRON. 
BY T. He CHIVERS, M. D. 


‘ Most wretched coe 
Are cradled into Poetry b what they 
They learn in suffering what they teech i in song.” 
SHELLEY. 


He was Humanity’s fnibdibniies wail— 
Wasting away his soul in one sad tale; 

The living Type of Truths that shall prevail 
Long after individual power shall fail. 


Perched on the cloud-crowned, attitude sublime 
Of Nature’s Alps, Jove’s Eagle, in his prime, 

Heard the loud cataract of the stream of Time 
Breaking in thunder over shoals of crime. 


Self-exiled from his native land, his flight 
Was ‘toward Italia, Land of Pure Delight! 
Whence to the sun ‘he turned his eagle-sight, 
“Striking his golden harp with hands of might. 
Then, like God’s angel in the sun, he stood, 
Pouriiig his soul out in one bitter flood 
Of sorrow, writing with his own heart’s blood 
‘The Piineral Song of England’s selfish brood. 


Singing the Fuueral Song of his own caste, 
He wrote the Epitaph of all the Past— 
Refusing with his own class to be classed— 
Dying in exile to the very last! 
Archapgel-like, he looked in God’s own face, 
Whose features’ in lakes, mountains he did tracee— 
Nature, God’s symbol, with unstudied grace, 
With child-like trust; did he in joy embrace. 
He raised the golden cup up to his lips 
Of life’s ignoble pleasures—now he sips! 
Ais when the moon into the sun’s orb dips, 
His cherub-soul is turned to an eclipse ! 


For, wearied with the emptiness of ‘life, 
He sought this respite from his bitter grief— 
This transient Lethe of his soul’s deep strife 
With which his Eagle-heart was ever rife. 
But when the battle-cry of Freedom fell 
Oat of the soul of Greece, (his own death-knell!) 
The same sweet cup he seemed to love'so well, 
Was dashed to fragments on the rock of Hell! 


For when Greece from ‘het lofty mountains heard 
The soul-uplifting song of this great bird, 

She shouted “‘ Linerry !”—the last sweet word 
That fell from out his Heavenly ‘Heptachord. 


“Beside God's throne, Jove’s Eagle, in his prime, 
Hearts the loud cataract of the stream of Time, 
Breaking in'thunder over shoals of crime, : 
Die in:the Anthems of the Heavenly ciime. 
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CHRISTIANA AND MERCY 
IN THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW OF DEATH. 


Tux engraving, in the present number, is from 
an original American picture, belonging to the 
collection of the late Edward Carey. The artist 
is the celebrated David Huntingdon. The sub- 
ject is one with which every reader of Bunyan’s 
immortal work, ‘The Pilgrim’s Progress,” is 
probably familiar; yet, as the memory of some 
may require refreshing, we quote the passage. 
It is that, in which Christiana, and her family, 
are travefsing the valley of the Shadow of Death. 
The particular part of the passage, meant to be 
illustrated by the arist, is toward the close. We 
have italicised it! 

**When they had passed by this place, they 
came upon the borders of the Shadow of Death, 
and this valley was longer than the other; a 
place also most strangely haunted with | evil 
things, as many are able to testify. 

* > * * * * 

“So they went on a little further, and they 
thought that they felt the ground begin to shake 
unde¢ them, as if some hollow place was there; 
they heard also a kind of hissing, as of serpents, 
but eorae as yet rates 

* * * 

~ Then is went on again, and their con- 
ductor did go before them, till they came to a 
place where was cast up a pit the whole breadth 
of the way; and, before they could be prepared 
to go over that, a great mist and a darkness fell 

upon them, so that they could not see. Then 
said the Pilgrims, ‘alas, now what shall we 

do?’ But their guide made answer, ‘fear not, 
stand still, and see what an end will be put to 

this also.? So they staid there because their 
path was marred. They then also thought they 
did hear more apparently the noise and rushing 
of the enemies: the fire also, and’smoke of the 

pit was much easier to be discovered. Then 

said Christiana to Mercy, ‘now I see what my. 
poor hnsband went through; I have heard much 

of this place, but I never was here before now. 

Poor man! he went here all alone, in the night; 

he had night almost quite through the way: also 

these fiends were busy about him, as if they 

would have torn him in pieces. Many haye 

spoke of it, but none tell what the valley of the 

Shadow of Death should mean until they come 

into it themselves.” 

"So they cried and prayed, and God sent 
light and deliverance; for there was now no Jet 
in their way, no not there, where but now they 
were stopt with a pit.” 
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BERGHOLD, 
A BOHEMIAN LEGEND. 
FROM THE GERMAN OF RELLSTAB, 


In the twelfth century there lived in Bobemia 
in a castle on the Elbe near the Schreckenstein, 
an @ld knight and his wife, both of whom passed 
their days in the greatest retirement and seclu- 
sion. One son alone remained of all their chil- 
dren, a- boy of uncommon beauty, to.whom his 
mother, by advice of a pious monk, had given 
the name of Berghold;* for at the hour of the 
little boy’s birth, who, coming after a lapse of 
years, was considered a special blessing from 
heaven, the learned father had carefully observed 
the position of the stars and,other signs. He 
found from these that the mysterious inhabi- 
tants of the woods and mountains would take 
especial interest in the child, and would protect 
him carefully through life. In the night pre- 
ceding the child’s baptism the monk had a re- 
markable dream. It seemed to him that he 
saw, the child’s cradle surrounded by strange 
but beneficent beings, who caressed him and 
laid rich presents, jewels, gold and silver, upon 
his bed. They looked lovingly on him, and 
called him by various names, which, however, 
were so confuséd with one another that it was 
impossible to distinguish them. At length the 
door opened, and the child’s father entered. 
Then the strange forms fled in all directions as 
if frightened, and hastened from the chamber; 
but a delicate little girl, who, from her size, 
seemed scarcely six years old, and yet had all 
the. winning graces of a mature maiden, opened 
the door again and called out, with the sweetest 
of silvery voices, “now farewell, sweet Berg- 
hold, we shall soon see each other again.”’ 

Here the monk awoke and found himself in 
his cell, now lighted with the first rays of the 
morning sun. -He rubbed his eyes wondering 
at his strange dream; when he closed them, 
he still thought he saw the lovely little figure 
standing in the half open door, and constantly 

‘heard. the name of Berghold resounding in his 
ears. As soon as he arose he hastened to the 
noble lady of tlie castle, related her his dream, 
and persuaded her to give the new-born child 
the name of Berghold. The nurse related that 
the boy had smiled strangely in his sleep during 
the whole night, and had played with his little 
hands; but at the moment when the monk had 
dreamed the father entered, he had really come 

: poftly into, the chamber, whereupon the. child 
‘woke up and began to cry bitterly. Thus he 
réceived the name of Berghold, strange as it 





* Two German words signifying “ mountain favorite.” ’ 
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was; and he grew and prospered, though he 
could claim no patron saint for his name-sake, 

It‘seemed too as if he were rightly named, 
for it was the boy’s greatest delight to explore 
the steep heights of the mountain, or the dark 
woods, or the cool, shady vallies and rocky clefts, 
and thus he often passed whole days. He had 
scarcely reached his tenth year, when he was so 
well acquainted with the whole country round, 
that every rock, every cleft and cavern, every 
footpath through the forest was familiar to him, 
and he never-lost himself either by day or night, 
His parents had become so accustomed to it that 
they never felt any anxiety even when he stayed 
out over night; for it was evident that the in- 
visible inhabitants of the forest protected and 
guarded him in various ways. 

True, Berghold never said that any being of 
this kind had ever appeared to him, but there 
were many visible traces of them constantly 
hovering about him. Even in seasons when the 
wild wolves showed themselves in large num- 
bers, Berghold went. fearlessly into the densest 
forest, for the animals slunk away from him as 
if afraid, and did ‘him no harm; indeed once 
when weaty with exertion he had fallen asleep 
under a: tree, the torn and mangled body of a 
poor woman who gathered herbs, Was found 
near him—but. the boy slept on, unharmed and 
undisturbed: »When his father asked*him if he 
had not. heard the unhappy woman’s cry for 
help, he said'no, but he had dreamed that a 
little maiden. with golden hair sat by his head 
and kept off the wood flies. Berghold too, often 
found rare things which no one else could easily 
find.in the mountains; he would bring home 
beautiful pieces of metal or precious stones as 
they are found in their native state, which he 
had picked up in frequented paths where others 
must have discovered them long before, if they 
had not been just deposited by invisible hands. 
He found flowers also that nobody else had ever 
seen blooming in the forest, and the most beau- 
tiful birds often flew into his hands. 

Thus he reached his fifteenth year, when his 
father wished him to serve as a page at the court 
of the king of Bohemia. With deep sorrow he 
parted from his. beloved forests and mountains, 
although his youthful heart. panted with eager 
desire to try its:strength in the world. Early in 
the. morning he. took Jeave.of his mother, and 
accompanied. .by his. father and an attendant, 
mounted; the: horse that was to bear him to his 
destinations As he now rode on for the last 
time throngh the gorge of the valley, his heart 
grew very sorrowful. It. seemed to him as if 
the forest was not so green, the meadow not so 
fresh, the brook not so clear, the rock not so 
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steep and jagged as before. The very birds 
sang sadly, and the waters looked darker as 
they murmured on. 


agitated, there was a rustling in the tops of the 
trees, a prolonged and wondrous melody seemed 
borne on the air, though Berghold could not tell 


At mid-day the travellers reached the boun- 3 whence it came. In the midst of the lake rose 


dary of the mountain. 
hold had never extended his wanderings, he had 
never felt any inclination to cross the stream 
here spanned by a slight bridge. He knew that 
the river took its rise in a little lake that, déep 
in the mountains, surrounded by rocky cliffs, 


; 
; 
; 
3 
3 


aged willow and beech trees, lay in the most ; 


complete solitude. 
place had been his favorite resort, and he had 


often lain for hours sleeping on the soft, grassy | 


In hot summer days this 


‘as it came nearer. 


Further than this Berg- | a wave crowned with silvery foam, that rolled 


on toward the shore;.sometimes it seemed to 
sink as if lost, but then rose higher and higher 
Berghold fglt frightened, 
for now it looked like a figure, plunging in the 
water and rising again as it approached; and 
its course seemed directed to the place where 
he sat, reaching the shore close beside him. 


, The wave rolled back into the lake, its foaming 


bank. Then he always had the loveliest dreams, » 


and when he awoke felt strengthened and re- 
freshed as if with new life. ia ‘ 

Now, when he was about to forsake the home 
of his youth for so long a time, he felt an irresis- 


tible longing to re-visit this loved retreat. He ’ 


persuaded his father as the meridian sun was so 


hot, to rest here some hours, while he pursued | 
on foot his path to the lake, it being quite im- , 
possible to guide a horse through such a wil, - 


untrodden region. The father gladly consented, 


they dismounted, gave the steeds to the attendant ; 


to loosen their bridles and let them crop the grass, 
while Berghold took his solitary way toward the 
recesses of the mountain, for in the woods he 
always loved to be alone. 

In half an hour he had reached the quiet place; 


here too the landscape seemed less bright than . 


; the watery drapery. 


crest floated down like a long, silvery veil, from 
which the last drops ran like pearls, and gra- 
dually a female figure emerged distinctly from 
Immediately the lake be- 


: came light and blue as in former times, the trees 
- lifted up their drooping branches afresh, and all 


around was green and glittering in the clearest 


> sunshine. . 


Berghold felt himself overcome by a sweet 
fear, and gazed fixedly on the figure, who, 
closely wrapped in her veil, stood silent before 
him. As soon as the water had become per- 
fectly calm she threw aside the silvery veil, 
and revealed to the boy her lovely, heavenly 
face. Her biue eyes looked on him smilingly 


,; but sorrowfally, and she said with her sweet 
; toned voice, ‘I know thou dost not know.me, 


before; the little lake usually of the deepest blue, | 
was gray and troubled, and its waters moved , 


restlessly, although a clear and cloudless sky 
arched itself above the watery mirror. The 


trees on the shore seemed to droop their hitherto - 


fresh, green branches, and the foliage of the old 
weeping willows, as if bowed down by sorrow, 
dipped into the lake. Sadly Berghold seated 
himself on the bank and looked down on the 


sweet boy, but I know thee well, and have 
often guarded and watched over thee. I stood 
beside thy cradle at thy birth, and promised thee 
that thou should’st see me again. The day has 
now come! -Speak what thou wishest, for thou 
hast called me and compelled me to come to 
thee, in that thou hast thrown back my gift into 
my bosom, and hast desired myself in its stead. 
For whoever of mortals can so far conquer him- 
self as to sacrifice our glittering gifts in order to 


‘ approach us, to him we must.reveal ourselves; 


troubled water; he felt as if he should never see | 


this scene again. 


waves had just washed up; to his astonishment 
he suddenly discovered among them a clear, 
glittering jewel of great value. For a moment 
it rejoiced him, but the next his sadness_re- 
turned, and he said to himself. ‘ What art 
thou to me? Thou can’st not make me happy! 
*If it be true that the kind dwellers in these 
mountains and waters are propitious to me, 
oh, come yourselves to comfort me, and I will 
gladly resign your gifts; take back your gem, 
and give it to one whom it can make happy.” 
With these words, he threw the costly stone 
back into the water. Scarcely had he done 


this, when the waves began to be powerfully 
Vou. XII.—14 


. 4 


Absorbed in thought he was ; 
playing with some bright pebbles, which the ; 





and we do it gladly, for he loves us and we love 
him in return, and seek to pour healing balsam 
in his breast when the rough hand of life has 
wounded him.” 

Berghold could scarcely recover from his asto- 
nishment; while she spoke he was so absorbed 
in gazing upon her loveliness that he scarcely 
understood her words, As'she stood before him 
the veil floated lightly around her, and under its 
transparent folds shone a blue mantle that fell 
gracefully about her slender figure, and was 
fastened together by a glittering girdle. Her 
rich, light hair fell over her shoulders, some few 
drops fell like pearls from the locks that played 
about her cheeks; her eye was like blue crystal, 
and her lips like the transparent redness of ripe 
fruit. White as a lily, her beautiful neck was 
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modestly bent forward, and the waves played 
about her small, naked feet, wetting the delicate 
ancle. 

*¢ Beautiful nymph,” at length said Berghold, 
“what can I desire of thee that thou hast not 
already divined? For surely thou hast been 
with me in my dreams, and hast watched the 
-beatings of my heart. I am filled with sorrow, 
deep sorrow, because I must leave these loyed 
mountains and forests, the déar companions of 
my solitary childhood, and mingle with strange, 
unloving men.” 3 

“Be not afraid,” returned ‘the nymph, with 
her sweet voice, ‘we shall meet again. We 
too were sad at losing thee, for on this hour it 
depended whether our friendly relation with thee 
could continue. Had’st thou not called me 
when thou madest the sacrifice of my gift, we 
should never have seen each other again. But 
now, if thy heart remains pure, our fate may 
long be united, even though we must be sepa- 
rated for many months: for thou must depart, 
and we may not follow thee. But we knew 
this long since. These are the years of thy 
first trial; go through them nobly and we shall 
meet again in happiness. Take this ring and 
wear it as a remembrance. Turn not -aside 
from the path of virtue, and then when five 
years have passed thou may’st find me here, 
but not before. If thy heart continues pure, 
return to this place and throw my ring in the 
water—then I will appear and further reveal 
thy destiny.” 

With these words she placed a diamond ring 
on the youth’s finger, breathed a kiss upon his 
open forehead, then wrapped herseif in her veil 
and sank down as a silvery wave in the water. 
The blue waves were again gently agitated, but 
they grew no darker, and the trees and shores 
retained there fresh, sunny green. 

Berghold returned to-his father inspired with 
glad hope, thongh he still felt a longing for the 
beautiful figure lingering about his heart. He 
did not tel! his father what had happened, for he 
had a vague presentiment that rigid secrecy was 
a tacit condition of his agreement with this won- 
drous being. ; 

The next day they reached the city of Prague, 
where Berghold was kindly received at the court 
of the king of Bohemia. Here he passed the 
first years of his youth amid knightly sports and 
exercises, and every day grew in strength and 
beauty. All the beauties of the court were in 
love with the attractive youth, but neither the 
charms of those who modestly concealed their 
admiration for him, nor the seductive arts of 
those who boldly expressed it, had power to win 
his love. He devoted his attention entirely to 
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knightly exercises, and the dangerous sports of 
war, and in the solitary stillness of the night 
he dreamed of his wondrous protectress, whose 
beauty cast all others into the shade. Thus 
years, passed away, and the time of his proba. 
tion drew to an end; the nearer he approached 
the end of all his hopes and wishes, the less 
difficulty he. found in resisting every temptation 
to forsake the path of strictest virtue. One day 
there arrived a messenger from his father, bid- 
ding him hasten home with all speed, for he lay 
upon his death bed. This was an overwhelming 
stroke to the young man who loved his father 
with the tenderest affection. He hastened to 
obtain permission for his absence, which was 
immediately granted. He mounted his horse, 
‘and was soon spurring his way homeward with 
all possible speed. But it was impossible to 
arrive there in one day. Late in the evening 
he was forced to stop, in order to give his 
wearied animal a few hours rest. A peasant 
hospitably received him... In the night as he 
lay on some straw in the narrow little room, he 
was seized with the most violent presentiment 
that he should not find his father alive. The 
moon shone through the window, lighting up 
a crucifix that the pious peasant had erected 
in his little domain. Overcome with sorrow, 
Berghold prostrated himself in earnest prayer 
before the sacred symbol, implored the Saviour’s 
aid, and made a solemn vow to undertake a pil- 
grimage to Palestine if he should find his father 
still alive. With early dawn he was again on 
horseback, hastening home. As yet no funeral 
banner waved from the castle, and full of joyful 
hope he crossed the drawbridge. The house 
servants came out to meet him with cheerful 
countenances, greeted him with joy, and told 
him that the old knight was not only alivé, but 
rapidly recovering. At midnight they had heard 
a ring at the gate, and as it was opened a strange 
female wrapped in a dark grey veil entered, de- 
siring to be led to the sick man, for whom she 
had brought a strengthening draught. They led 
her up stairs, she silently approached the couch, 
mingled a singularly fragrant drink in a silver 
goblet and presented it to the dying man, who, 
with pale lips and half closed eyes, had sank 
back on his pillow. But scarcely had the heal- 
ing medicine touched his lips when his vita] 
powers seemed suddenly renewed, and before 
he had emptied the vessel new heat and new 
strength re-animated his frame, so that he con- 
tinued to feel more and mere like himself. 
The stranger waited not to receive his grateful 
thanks, but suddenly disappeared without any 
one observing how she left the castle. 

Berghold listened to this story with much joy, 

















| aA 
— 


il 


”- - Fa = & ee 








_ with longing for the fair being, but he did not 
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but with many serious thoughts. It was at 
midnight that he had made his- vow, and just 
at this time his father was rescued from the 
grave. A-dim presentiment whispered to him 
that his protectress had been active here, and 
that God had answered his prayer through her 
means. With pious gratitude and silent joy in 
his heart, he ascended the stairs to his father, 
who received him with tears of joy. Ina few 
days the old knight had entirely recovered; and 
Berghold now communicated to him the vow 
he had taken. . The old man blessed his son as 
he laid his hands on his head, and said—* thou 
must fulfil it; God’s hand will protect thee! 
Next spring thou wilt have finished the years 
of thy knightly service, then go forth and. join 
the crusade the emperor is about to undertake. 
Thou wilt gain fame and honor; even without 
thy vow such a pilgrimage is worthy of a Chris- 
tian knight.” 

Berghold remained a few days longer with his 
restored father, and then returned to the court. 
As he came near the boundary of the mountains, 
he felt an unspeakable longing to go over to 
the lake and seek his strange friend. The only 
thing that restrained him was the remembrance 
that the five years had not yet transpired, and he 
durst not summon her from the waters. Still he 
could not resist the inclination to visit the place ; 
where she had appeared ‘to him, and to thank ; 
her for the help she had afforded his father. He ° 
tied his horse to the bushes, and wandeyged over ; 
the rocks to the wellknown place. It had never 
seemed more lovely thannow. The lake lay be- 
tween its green banks, blue and clear as a mirgor, ; 
the trees were covered with the glory of their 
leaves, a harmonious rustling and whispering 
seemed to agitate their tops, the sweet voices 
of birds were heard among them, and the waves 
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played lightly as they broke over the pebbly 
shore. Berghold seated himself beneath the 
well remembered tree; his whole heart glowed 


venture to call her. He climbed a steep rock, 
whose topmost cliff projected far over the lake, 
overhanging its deep waters. Here he bent over 
toward the waves, from which his own image 
was reflected, and cried out, ‘‘kind protectress, 
receive my warmest thanks for thy assistance.”’ 
Then the lake became agitated, his own image 
disappeared, and from the blue depths the face 
of his lovely friend smiled upon him. But it 
was quickly covered with the silvery veil, and 
Berghold saw nothing but the wave crowned 
with white foam that broke along the base of 
the rock. He left the shore, rejoiced in his in- 
most heart that he had again really seen the face 
of his early friend: he sought his horse and rode 








home to the court of Bohemia. The last year of 
his trial passed away, the duke himself conferred 
on him the honor of knighthood, and dismissed 
him to his aged father, whom he was again to 
leave after a visit of a few weeks, to join the 
host on its way to Palestine. 

As he reached the mountains, his heart drew 
strongly to the cool, crystal dwelling place of his 
protectress; but three days yet remained of the 
appointed time, and he had firmly resélved to 
observe in every particular the directions he had 
received. He, therefore, rode on to the paternal 
castle, but what horror overwhelmed him when 
he saw from a height the towers of the castle 
tising above the wooded mountains, and black 
flags floating from their battlements. Filled with 
dismay he spurred on his horse, and giving him 
the.rein, soon arrived home. When he reached 
the castle the gate stood open, the drawbridge 
was let down,.and country people in mourning 
garments slowly wended their way from the 
castle to the valley. 

**For God’s sake, what has happened here ?” 
exclaimed Berghold, to one of those he met. 

‘The lord and lady of the castle, the bene- 
factors of the whole region,” sorrowfully replied 
the man, “ both died peacefully yesterday at mid- 
night. Death came upon them suddenly but not 
terribly, they died in each other’s arms blessing 
their absent son. The bodies are both laid in 
state in the castle, and the whole country round 
are flocking to see them for the last time.”’ 

Berghold sat motionless on his horse as if 
stunned; scarcely was he able to ride through 
the gate. He dismounted, and with tottering 
steps ascended the stairway. In the chapel, 
whose folding-doors were thrown wide open, 
stood the two open coffins, surrounded by many 
candles, and the people kneeled around. Pale 
and trembling, Berghold entered and exclaimed, 
‘oh, my beloved parents!”? With these words 
he sank upon his knees between both coffins, 
kissing the hands of his father and mother, while 
a death-like silence reigned in the apartment. 

Berghold mourned his parents with a sincere 
and sorrowful heart; but. the longing for his 
mysterious friend still held possession of his 
soul. On the third day, with the earliest dawn 
of morning, he repaired to the quiet place where 
he trusted again to behold her. He drew his 
faithfully guarded ring from his finger and threw 
it into the water. In a moment it began to 
move and swell, the topmost branches of the 
trees rustled in the strong wind, melancholy 
notes were heard, the waves in the middle of 
the lake rose higher, separated, and from their 
bosom emerged the form of the beautiful being. 

As soon as her face greeted the daylight, the 
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water and sky were again calm, and only a 
whispering breeze rustled through the trees. 
Rocking herself on the gently supporting waves 
she floated toward the shore, and greeted him 
with kindly gestures when yet at a distance. 


_ Now her foot touched the glittering strand, and 


with gliding steps she approached Bérghold, who 
stood before her embarrassed And confused. As 
she addressed him with the gracious words— 
‘welcome my beloved friend,’ he sank at her 
feet overcome with emotion. But she kindly 
extended her hand and sat down beside him. 

“You have kept your word faithfully,’? she 
said, ‘and you shall have a rich reward.”’ Berg- 
hold felt that it was his already, for this lovely 
creature sat by his side as confidingly a8 a sister. 
He felt more at ease, and even ventured to press 
the hand that rested in his own, and to kiss it. 
The fair being smiled on him, and her smile was 
like the mirror of the clear lake. 

** What shall I call thee, lovely being?” said 
Berghold—* what name shall I give thee, when 
filled with longing my heart yearns after thee ?”’ 

*Would’st thou know my name?” said she, 
smiling. ‘It is heard in a language which thou 
dost not understand ; we do not name each other 
as mortals do, for us a-‘thonght, a sound suffices. 
But thou may ’st call me Ella.” 

Thus they sat talking together, and the hours 
flew swifter than thought. At length the sky 
reddened with evening light; Ella rose from her 
grassy seat, and said—**now we must part. But 
to-morrow thou will not need to call me as thou 
hast done to-day, to-morrow there will be -no 
need of a spell to summon me from my wate?y 
kingdom to the light of day; I will be with thee 
before thou can’st seek me éven in thought.”” 

With these words she extended her hand to 
him in parting, but with all the ardor and bold- 
ness of youth he drew her toward him, and, 
though she gently resisted, imprinted a kiss 
upon her lovely lips. She sank on her knees 
and trembling hid her face in his bosom. 

“What hast thou done ?” she exclaimed, with 
a@ sweet voice, though it evidenced both sorrow 
and alarm. ‘Thou hast embraced the daughter 
of the waves! Now thou art mine forever, and 
woe to thee if thou should ’st hereafter pense thy 
faith to me!”? 

**Never, never will I forsake thee, and I shall 
be the happiest of mortals when I can call thee 
wholly mine.” 

Ella wept; for a long time she could not speak. 
At length with a voice weakened by emotion she 
said, “to-morrow, dearest, I will tell thee all.”’ 
And as the words died away she gently glided 
from the arms of her lover, and sank amid the 


caressing waves. 
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Berghold did. not return to his castle, but 
} passed the night in the forest. When awakened 
by the sunbeams he first opened his eyes, Ella 
sat beside him ahd greeted him with a smile of 
melancholy pleasure. ‘I am with thee, before 
even thy thoughts could reach me,” said she, 
**as I promised thee yesterday. -As longas thou 
remainest within the boundaries of the moun- 
tains I will be ever’near thee. But the time 
draws near when thou must leave me. I know 
the vow thou hast taken; if thou should ’st break 
it, we myst be separated forever. This is the 
decree of fate which nothing can reverse. But 
afar off, in the land of the Infidel, hard trials 
await thee, and woe to thee if thou art not able 
to resist them.” 

Berghold assured her that mehliig could make 
him swerve from his allegiance to her, and tried 
to soothe her melancholy apprehensions by the 
tenderest words of affection. Thus the lovers 
enjoyed their present happiness, and this day, as 
well as the following ones, sped away on rapid 
wings. Three weeks passed quickly, and the 
time approached when Berghold was forced to 
depart. 

The whole day before, Ella was so sorrowful 
that tears glistened in her beautifuleyes. At last 
in the evening, when the parting hour arrived, 
(for with the sun she rose and sank in her watery 
hoine) she said to him. ‘My friend we must 
now part, perhaps for long years, and I mean- 
time must endure and suffer more bitterly than 
thou, in my deep*solitude beneath the earth. 
For know I can followsthee everywhere, know 
each moment what thou art doing; the danger 
that threatens thee will terrify me, for I can 
see when the scimetar of the Saracen is waved 
above thy head—but not for a single moment 
am I allowed to penetrate the future, or to read 
the thoughts of thy heart. Thus my life will 
be one of- torturing anxiety; yet I will willingly 
endure it al) if thou remainest faithful, and canst 
steadily resist the seductive temptations around 
thee. I wilt give thee three gifts, which, when 
at the greatest distance, will constitute a elose 
bond between us. Look at this veil; whenever 
thou wrappest it round thy head in sleep thou 
wilt dream of me. This golden goblet will show 
thee my image as often as thou fillest it with the 
water of a clear spring, and thou may’st gaze 
on my features painted on the surface of thy re- 
freshing draught. This ring possesses the power 
to call me to thy aid; but this can happen only 
once, therefore use it not except in the extremest 
need. And know that all these gifts retain their 
powe? only so long as thou art trueto me. Hast 
thou broken thy vow, violated our covenant— 
then, sweet friend, I shall neither appear to thee 
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in dreams, nor will my image tremble on the 
silver surface of the water, nor last of all wilt 
thou have power to summon me from the sub- 
terranean region in which I dwell. Remember 
this, and guard well thy heart.’? 

‘Never can I forget thee, or be faithless 
to thee,” passionately exclaimed Berghold, as 
he pressed the being he so loved to his heart. 
s‘Who can compare with thee in goodness, in 
beauty, in love? Oh, fear nothing; if thou hast 
no other apprehensions than these, we shall 
surely meet again and be infinitely happy.” 

Ella drew gently toward him, as if by her all 
subduing tenderness to heighten his love for her, 
and thereby strengthen his resolutions. The sun 
already touched the horizon, and the lovers at 
last must part. She gently withdrew herself 
from his atms and sank in. the waters of the 
lake, now glittering with rosy light from the re- 
flection of the evening sky. In a moment she 
had vanished, and only a slight movement of 
the waves betrayed the spot where the beautiful 
creature had dived down into her crystal king- 
dom. Berghold returned home thoughtful and 
sad at heart. The next morning he was aroused 
by the sound of the spirit stirring trumpet that 
summoned the faithful to the crusade. Refreshed 
by the cool air, and gladdened by the brightness 
of the morning sun, they rode forth to join the 
other knights in Prague. 

The legend relates many adventures that Berg- 
hold met with in his pilgrimage. He fought va- 
liantly with the Saracens, with giants and sor- 
eerers, and was victor in every contest. The 
separation from her he loved was‘alleviated by 
her gifts, for every night he dreamed of her, be- 
lieved he was at home, and passing the sweetest 
hours with her.. Wherever a spring gushed from 
the rock, or a clear stream crossed his path, he 
hastened to fill his goblet. Then he saw with 
silent rapture how the light moving silver sur- 
face of the water was overspread with varying 
colors, and as the motion subsided the face he 
loved.was distinctly apparent. It seemed as if 
woven of colored rays on a deep gold ground, 
for the metal of the goblet shone through the 
clear liquid, and the almost imperceptible trem- 
bling, wavy motion imparted such a life-like 
charm, that Berghold often thought the lovely 
face smiled upon him, and beckoned with her 
deep blue eyes. Then he would gaze fixedly on 
his ring, arid it tempted him strongly to use the 
talisman and summon her to his presence; but 
when he reflected that he should never again be 
able to do it, and thought of the warning she 
had given, he withdrew his trembling hand from 
the jewel, as if fearful that even an acofffental 
touch might call forth its magic powers. 
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Thus a year passed away! His vow was fal- 
filled, he could now return. Arrived at the sea 
coast, he was so fortunate as to find a vessel © 
that bore him immediately to Triest. Full of 
joyful hopes he sprang ashore, for now but a few 
weeks separated him from the being he so loved. 
Before the moon had accomplished her course he 
should be with her. Accompanied by a single 
attendant, he rode homeward. 

One day, when among the lofty mountains 
that separated Italy from Germany, he rode on 
till late in the evening without finding either a 
hamlet or castle that could shelter him for the 
night. Suddenly he heard a whizzing sound; 
and his faithful groom behind him cried out, 
‘Holy Virgin! Iam lost!’? Pierced by an arrow 
from the thick bushes by the road side, he fell 
down from his horse. - Berghold had scarcely 
time to draw his sword from the sheath when 
his shoulder was struck by an arrow that lamed 
his right-arm. At the same time robbers sprang 
from the forest on all sides, and he found him- 
self dragged from his horse and bound almost 
before he had thought of a fight. Bleeding and 
wounded in many places, for he had defended 
himself bravely against the villains, he was 
dragged aside among the bushes, where they 
proceeded to plunder him, and then left him 
to his fate, pinioned and lying on the ground. 
Fair ting and wretched he saw no way of escap- 
ing from his misery.. Then he thought of the 
ting to summon his loved friend to his assist- 
ance; he felt for it, but alas, the robbers had 
taken it from him. He began to moan aloud, 
and to weep and curse his cruel destiny. He 
implored heaven to. send him a speedy death, 
for any rescue seemed impossible. 

After an hour had passed in extreme suffer- 
ing, he saw a faint glimmer of light through the 
trees, and soon perceived that several riders 
were approaching with torches. Now he felt a 
gleam of hope. As the travellers came near he 
called out for help as loudly as his weakened 
breast would permit. They guided their horses 
toward him, but the thicket-hindered them from 
penetrating to-the place where the wretched 
man lay. They dismounted, however, and ap- 
proached from another side, so that Berghold, 
bound, and lying upon his face unable to move, 
did not see them till they came immediately 
before him. Suddenly a noble female figure, 
in. travelling costume, her hat adorned with 
feathers, stood before him, clearly revealed 
by the torches two servants carried in their 
hands. 

** Who lies here bleeding on the ground ?”” 
she asked, with a voice that was like the softest 
tones of the vesper bell. 
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Noble lady, a wretehed man whom robbers 
fell upon,” replied Berghold. 

The stranger threw aside her veil and dis- 
covered the most beautiful face that Berghold 
had ever seen. A large, lustrous dark eye 
gazed on him, innocent and soft as'that of the 
gazelle amid the clefts of Lebanon; the high, 
white forehead shaded by its dark locks was at 
once noble and serene, the cheeks were beau- 
tifully rounded, and a touching expression of 
sympathy hovered about her lips. The light of 
the torches that fell on his fair face threw a 
transient glow over it that looked almost like 
the first blush of love, and heightened the soft 
fire of her eyes. 

Berghold felt himself half recovered when he 
first saw her, and the gentle touch of her soft 


hands as she carefully removed the matted locks ‘ 


from his face, operated still more like a charm. 

“You shall have aid, noble stranger,” she 
said, with emotion, “so far at least as human 
assistance can avail. You shall be brought at 
once to my castle, which is close at hand.” 

Hereupon she commanded the servants to 
bring water from a spring to wash Berghold’s 
wounds, and deprived herself of her veil to bind 
them up. As she had several attendants a litter 
of branches was soon prepared, upon which they 
placed Berghold, and gently bore him to the 
beautiful unknown’s castle, which lay only a 
quarter of an hour’s distance off. 

Arrived at the castle, he was brought by 
the orders of its owner into her own chamber, 
and laid upon a soft, fragrant couch spread with 
the gorgeous fabrics of the East. She herself 
tended him with the most assiduous care. Ex- 
hausted bythe loss of blood, and the pain of 
his wounds, and now soothed into comparative 
ease by the healing balsams applied to them, 
Berghold’soon fell asleep. In his dreams ‘the 
lovely creature who had saved his life stood 
constantly before him; now he saw her as she 
first appeared to him and looked on him so 
kindly; now he felt the warmth of her sweet 


breath; now the touch of her soft hands binding ° 


up his wounds; she ever stood before his excited 
imagination adorned with unspeakable beauty 
and irresistible fascinations. After a refreshing 
sleep he awoke when it was already bright day. 
He opened his eyes’and looked around with 
astonishment to see whether he was not still 
dreaming. Was all that surrounded him, this 


luxurious oriental couch, these silken draperies 
that waved round him, this chamber redolent of 
fragrant odors like a lovely grotto, was it not 
all a delusion of his imagination, or had reality 
appeared to him in such attractive colors? 

The cool, shady garde he gazed on through 


RRA ARAN rnrnnrrnmnnwnmns 


BERGHOLD. 


, ware PRRAPRARARADR AAD APAPAALR AIA IAAL LOR PP PPR 

















RARER nnn ee 


Ea tete aes 





OP LLL LLL LLL, 
the open folding-doors, was it really there in its 
green beauty? Was not that figuré in white 
garments now gliding through the dark alleys, 
the heroine of his dream? Did she really move 
and cross the threshold, and approach his couch 
and smile upon him? Yes, he could no longer 
doubt, he was alive, and the joveliest enchant: 
ments of life and love were woven around him, 

Suddenly he started as if alarmed, for he re- 
membered that he had been robbed of Ella’s 
precious gifts. But his nufse scarcely noticed 
the cloud of sorrow that passed over his brow, 
before she inquired with sympathizing eagerness 
into’ the cause of his distress, and comforted him 
in the most soothing manner after she had dis- 
covered it. Thus she seemed to anticipate every 
wish and thought, divining them even before 
they were clearly known to himself. 

The sick man’s wounds were severe. Not- 
withstanding the kind nursing, they would not 
soon heal, but confined him for weeks to his 
couch, and after he was released from it left 
him so.weak that another month passed away 
before he was in a condition to begin his jour- 
ney. Meantime, the tender ties of gratitude 
drew him more closely toward the lovely crea- 
ture to whom. he owed his life, and all the hap- 
piness life promised. Berghold remarked with 
pain that she was often silent and sorrowful, 
that she wept, and in vain he urged to discover 
the cause of her grief—she was silent. Berg- 
hold soon perceived that her sadness increased 
whenever he spoke of his departure, and of her 
he loved and had left in Bohemia, and from a 
delicate regard to her feelings he thenceforth 
avoided the subject. 

Unhappy Berghold! he little thought the:feel- 
ings of his own heart were gradually changing. 
He had been robbed of the goblet in which he 
used daily to see Ella’s image; the veil which 
brought her before him in dreams by night no 
longer wrapped his head when he slept; the ring 
by which. he could summon her in the hour of 
great danger had vanished. 

Blinded mortal! It was not when lying bleed- 
ing and helpless on the ground, that thou wert 
nearest the brink of destruction. Now, now, 
when the fearful depth of the abyss is concealed 
bythe flowers that border it, when thy unwary 
foot rushes headlong to ruin deceived by a fair 
surface, now, call for her who can rescue. thee! 

Weeks, months passed rapidly away! Berg- 
hold could not leave his happy abode. _ “‘ Shall 
I break her heart, planta dagger in her breast? 
She snatched me from the bloody arms of death 
—shall I repulse her when she raises her fair 
arms 4m supplication to me? No, no! I cannot 
do it! And yet, I will! To-morrow, before 
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day dawns, I will away!”? But she wept, and 
pined away till she was like a marble statue in 
the pale moonlight—and he could not tear him- 
self away. The new flame began to burn more 
brightly in his heart. And as the clear southern | 


night breathed its enchanting odors round them, 


and the moon flooded the face and neck of the 
loved one with its waves of light, as its beams 
were broken by the tears in her mild eye, and » 
with a voice tremulous with grief she exclajmed, 
“oh, stay with me—forsake me not!’ over- 
powered with emotion he threw his arms around 
her, kissed her lips, and swore he would never 
leave her. 

“Suddenly, a fearful clap of thunder struck 
upon his ears; terrified he arose, but thick dark- 
ness surrounded him; the storm howled through 
the air, and the earth seemed shaken to its foun- 
dations. His beloved was torn from him by 
an unknown power, in vain he stretched out 
his arms after her, in vain he cried aloud for 
her with unspeakable anguish. Loud, mocking 
laughter was all that reached his ear; stunned 
and senseless he fell upon the ground. 

* Now then Berghold, it is time to start,”? said 
the well known voice of his groom, as he tried 
to shake him out ‘of his sleep. ‘I must wake 
you or the sun will be too high, and we must 
ride the whole day through the heat, for it as 
hot among these mountains as in Palestine.” 

Berghold started up in amazement; he could 
not collect his scattered senses. He knew not 
whether this was a new dream to torment him, 
or all before had been a dream. 

* Yes, you have slept long, and you still seem 
a little confused, sir knight,” said the groom. 
‘But you must have rested by this time; rouse 
yourself and situp, The horses have had food 
and drink.” . 

‘Where are we ?” said he, sighing deeply. 

* Just where we lay down yesterday, under 
the open sky, on German ground, and anaes 
these inhospitable Alps. 

Berghold’s eye fell upon his hand; Ella’s ring 
was on his finger as in former days. He felt 
for his goblet, it was close beside him; he looked 
for the veil and found it under his head. But 
still he had not dreamed! We quickly seized 
the goblet and filled it with the water of a clear 
mountain stream that gushed from the rock be- 
side him. But horror-struck, he threw it on the 
ground, for the water was changed into blood, 
and foamed fearfully over the brim. 

“What is the matter?’? said the groom. 
“Why throw away your costly drinking vessel 
so wildly ?”? He took it up, filled it again and 
offered it to Berghold. He seized it with a 
trembling hand, but~ scarcely had he touched 
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, it than it again was filled with bloody fost; 
filled with horrgr, he dashed it far from him. 

“What are you doing, dear master ?”’ said the. 
; man, in astonishment. ‘ You have spilled the 
clear, refreshing drink.” 

“Tt is poison, bloody poison,” wildly ex- 
claimed Berghold, as he gazed, fixedly at the 
spring. ‘A sorceress has poisoned the foun- 
tain.”? 

** A bad dream must have taken possession of 
your fancy,” said the groom, shaking bis head. 
**How should this clear stream be poisonous? 
See, how it refreshes me.” Hereupon he picked 
up the goblet, filled it and drank before Berg- 
hold’s eyes. 

The knight trembled; a cold shudder ran 
through him.~ “ Yes, you are right,” ‘said he, 
“bad dreams have tormented me! Bad, bad 
dreams! Take care of the goblet, I cannot 
touch it.”? He mounted his horse and rode for- 
ward in silence. The high rocks were barren, - 
without trees, without moss; the sun glistened 
upon their bare, flint-like sides. The ground 
beneath them was like ashes; the few scanty 
shrubs it bore were parched by the heat, and 
their leaves were withered. 

‘A fair, pleasant valley,’”’ said the groom, 
how sweetly green and ‘blooming everything 
looks, and how gently the stream murmurs as 
it runs along. It is just as if it were smiling on 
us with sparkling blue eyes!” 

Berghold shuddered! He rode rapidlyon. It 
seemed as if a hot fever were consuming his 
body. He rode till the breathless horse stopped 
of his own accord. In the evening he sank as 
if stupefied on the miserable bed of the little 
inn, and fearful dreams tormented him. Thus 
passed the first day, and all the following ones, 
until he reached the boundary of his native re- 
gion, the edge of the mountains. 

Here he felt less torturing anxiety, the burn- 
ing heat in his bewildered brain diminished. He 
felt as if he had taken a cooling drink after a 
long, feverish thirst. He was obliged to pass 
near the mountain lake. 

*‘ Were it my death, my destruction,”’ said he, 
I will go there where she dwells. I will sum- 
mon her, she shall punish me, destroy me. I 
still possess her ring, her last fearful present, at 
least. its power is not destroyed. She must ap- 
pear to ie let it be in what threatening aspect 
it may.” 

He gave his horse to the attendant, and pur- 
sued. on foot the difficult, overgrown, but well 
known path to the enchanted lake. Alas, it was 
no longer to be recognized by the lovely green of 
the banks, the fresh branches of the whispering 
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trees! The lake no longer smiled on him, blue 
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and clear! It waves were dark and sullen-with , or the stars of heaven reflected there, and no 


blood-red foam; the rocks were naked, and bar- 
yeren and withered trees stretched their branches 
over the waters. Fearful sounds filled the air. 

Pale and trembling, Berghold approached the 
brink of the water, drew his ring from his finger * 
and cried— 

Ella! Ella! oh, thou forsaken, deceived, un- 
happy one, come and avenge thyself upon me.” 





All was silent—only the hollow roaring con- 
tinued. Berghold threw the ring into the lake, 
and cried with a loud voice, “Ella! Ella! Ella! 
rise from thy waters and:take vengeance on the 
faithless !?? 

All was silent. 

Then he climbed the overhanging rock, and 
exclaimed—“ well, if thou wilt not come up to. 
me, I will descend to thee,”? 

And he plunged forward into the “it waters, 
the waves closed above him, and he vanished. 

The groom waited hour after hour for his re- 
turn, The sun was near its setting, and a dark 
misgiving urged him to seek for his master. He 
tied the horses and entered among the moun- 
tains; he could easily track the footsteps on the 
fresh grass, and the dry earth that covered the 
rocks. He soon reached the lake; the waters 
were dark and much agitated; but the shores 
were green, and many shrubs grew on the dark 
bosom of the rocks. Weeping willows hung 
sorrowfully over the lake, and were reflected in 
its dismal waters. With a fearful presentiment 
the faithful groom approached nearer. There 
on the bank on a soft bed of turf, he discovered, 
the inanimate body of his master. He lay still, 
like one sleeping. His features smiled; pearly 
drops of water trickled from his locks, yet they 
fell gracefully, as if arranged by a loved hand 
over his brow and shoulders. The gently mur- 
muring water played about his feet. Notes 
of sadness were borne through the air, and as 
the evening twilight deepéned, grey, cloud-like 
forms floated over the lake, and wailing sounds 
of lamentation issued from the waters and the 
heights above. 

The ‘servant buried his master on the same 
spot where he had. found him, and planted a 
cross upon the mound. Close by he built a 
little hut, where he lived as a pious, solitary 
being all his days. And there when the moon 
faintly lighted the darkness of midnight, he 
often saw a white veiled figure sit rigs "aig 
upon the grave. 

But never since that day, however sentiy the 
spring sky might look down upon it, however 
brightly the sun might shine, never has the lake 
regained its clear, mirror-like beauty. No one 





who lives among the mountains has seen the sun 


one knows the secrets its unfathomable depths 
conceal. 
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TO MY MOTHER. 
BY T. HEMPSTEAD. 


StumBeER seals the eyes of labor, 
Shuttle, forge, and wheel are still ; 

Solemnly the shades of evening 
Crowd around the lonely hill. 


Rustling thro’ the faded lindens 
Comes the wood-breeze soft and low; 
Bringing back the thoughts of childhood, 
And the days of long ago. 


Back from memory’s shades recalling 
O’er a far and twilight land, 

Flowers of Jove to gild my journey 
Over life’s deceitful sand. 


Weary days, and labors many 
O’er my brow their shade have cast; 
And my heart hath known despondence, 
Mother, since we parted last. 


Still the wheels of Time move fleetly, 
And the world is still as cold, 

And the solemn lesson ever 
Is, that I am growing old. 


Yet from out the soul’s still chambers 
Sometimes breathes a thrilling tone, 
Like the voice of an immortal, 
* Toiler, hold thou nobly on!” 


* And when evening’s dusky curtain 

Darkly wraps this rolling sphere, 
Over memory’s lustrous mirror 
Flits thy image, mother dear. 


Then as sound of welling fountains 
O’er the desert, dark-and wild, 

To the faint, bewildered pilgrim 
Steals thy voice upon thy child. 


All the golden dreams of boyhood 

Forth to fresh existence start 
From the dim, forgotten fountains, _ 
_ And the twilight of my heart. 


All thy little acts of kindness, 
Care and tenderness, and love, 

On me fall like anevangel — 
From the mansions far above. 


When unkindness gave me sorrow, 
- How thy words were strong to cheer, 
Through the long, sad day of trial 
I remember, mother dear. 
Many a mountain looms between us, 
Many a league of wood and plain; 
Mine are long, dark hours of labor 
Ere I meet thy smile again: 


But if round the cherished fireside, 
Mother, we may meet no more, 

Love shall find its lasting guerdon 
On the brighter, better shore. 
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Is SHE A LADY? 


BY HARRY SUNDERLAND. *® 


« Mrs. Tupor is a perfect lady,”’ said my wife 
to me one day, after having received a visit from 
the individual she named. 

‘She may have the manners of a lady,” I re- 
plied, “when abroad, but whether she be a lady 
at home or not, is more than I can‘tell. It is 
easy to put on the exterior of a lady; but to dea 
lady, is a very different thing.” 

«All that is true enough; but why do you 
connect such remarks with the name of Mrs. 
Tudor. Do you know anything to the contrary 
of her being a lady ?—a lady at home; as you 
say, for instance.” 

“No, I can’t say that I do; but, some how or 
other, I am a little inclined to be doubtful of the 
genuineness of Mrs. Tudor’s claims to being a 
lady. Once or twice I have thought that I per- 
ceived an air of superciliousness to persons who 
were considered inferior. This isa rigid, but 
true test of any one’s claims to being either a 
lady or a gentleman. No true lady is more care- 
ful of the feelings of those below her than she is 
of those who are upon an equality.”* 

“But you only thought you saw this,” said 
my wife. 

“True, and my thoughts may be only a 
thought,”” I returned, “and unjust to Mrs. 
Tudor, who may be as much of a lady at home 
and under all circumstances, as she appears to 
be when abroad.’”? 

‘What she is, I have not the least doubt,”’ 
said my wife. 

I never altogether fancied this Mrs. Tudor, 
although Mrs. Sunderland liked her very much. 
Before we built our new house, Mrs. Tudor did 
not know us, notwithstanding the fact that our 
pews had adjoined for two or three years.. But 
after that event. Mrs. Tudor found out that we 

had an existence, and became uncommonly gra- 
cious with my wife. 

Not long after I had spoken out my mind in 
regard to Mrs. Tudor, that lady, in company 
with her husband, paid us a visit one evening, 
and after sitting an hour, invited us to come 
around and take tea with them on a certain 
evening in the ensuing week. 

-When the time came, as we had accepted the 
invitation, we went. We found about a dozen 
persons assembled, half of whom were entire 
strangers to us. Among these I soon perceived 
that there were two or three whd, in the eyes of 
Mrs. Tudor, were a little superior to her other 
guests. On our entrance, we were introduced 
to them first, and with particular formality, our 
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ray hostess pronouncing their-names in’a very 
distinct manner, while her articulation of ours 
was so low that they were scarcely, if at all, 
heard. During the hour that passed before tea 
was announced, Mrs. Tudor confined her atten- 
tions almost exclusively to these two or three 
individuals, who were evidently persons of more 
consequence than the rest of us. So apparent 
was all this, that most of those who were in the 
room, instead of joining in the conversation, sat 
looking at the more favored guests. 

*‘ They must be persons of some importance,” 
I could not help saying to my wife in an under 
tone, in which her quick ear detected something 
of sarcasm. 

* For mercy’s sake, Mr. Sunderland!”’ she re- 
plied, in a voice that only reached my own ear: 
don’t make remarks upon any of the « com- 
pany. ? 

If she had said—‘‘it is not gentlemanly to 
do so,”? she could not have conveyed what she . 
wished to utter, more distinctly than she did. 

I felt the foree of her reproof, but could not 
resist the inclination I felt to reply. 

*’We have so good an example of whet i is 
polite and genteel, that it is not to be wondered 
if we profit a little.” 

«Mr. Sanderland! Why, will you!”? My wife 
seemed distressed. 

I said. no more on the subject, content with 
having. let her know that I was noticing the 
conduct of her perfect lady. I believe, if I 
could have seen her thoughts, that among them 
I would have detected this one among the rest; 
that it wasn’t exactly fair and. gentlemanly in 
me to remind her so promptly of the error she 
had probably committed in her estimate of Mrs. 
Tudor’s character. 

Fully absorbed as she was in showing atten- 
tions to her more favored guests, Mrs. Tudor 
did not perceive the cold, uncdmfortable, un- 
social feeling that had crept over the rest of her 
company. 

Tea was at last announced. I felt relieved 
at this, and so, I perceived, did most of those 
around me. At the tea-table I expected to find 
Mrs. Tudor more general in her attentions. But 
no. These favored ones were served first, and 
“Mrs. will you have this ?”? and “ Mrs. 
will you have that ?”? were almost exclu- 
sively confined to three persons at the table. 
Mr. Tudor, I remarked, noticed this, for he 
exerted himself in order to make_all the rest 
feel at ease, which he succeeded in doing to a 
great extent. : 

Waiting upon the table was a female domestic, 
a young girl of good manners and appearance. 
To her Mrs. Tudor uniformly spoke in a way that 
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must have been. felt as peculiarly disagreeable. 
The blandest smile, and the most winning ex- 
pression of voice, would instantly change when 
Lucy was addressed, to a cold, supercilious look, 
and an. under tone of command. Several times 


"I saw the blood mount to the girl’s forehead, as 
* @ word or tone more marked and offensive than 


usual, would be given so loudly as to be per- 
ceived by all. Once. or twice, at such times, I 
could not resist a glanee at Mrs. Sunderland, 
which was generally met with a slight, rebuking 
contraction of her brow. 

Through the efforts of Mr. Tudor, who cer- 
tainly did his part weil, the tea-table party was 
a good deal more social fhan had been the indi- 
viduals composing it while in the parlor... The 
favored guests, notwithstanding the incense of- 
fered them by our hostess, appeared in no way 
to esteem themselves as better than the rest, 
and as soon as opportunity was afforded them, 
tried to be at home with every one. 

Once more in the parlors, and arranged there 
by a kind of social crystalization, I perceived 
that Mrs. Tudor was sitting between two of the 
ladies who were considered by her worthy of the 
most marked attention. There-she sat, during 
nearly the whole of the evening, except when 
refreshments were introduced, when she accom- 
panied Lucy round the room, occasionally speak- 
ing to her in a tone of offensive command or 
cutting rebuke. — 

For one, I was glad when the time came to go 
home, and I rather think that all present were as 
much relieved, in getting away, as I was. 

*¢ What is your opinion now ?”’ I said, triumph- 
antly, to Mrs. Sunderland, the moment we were 
in the street. : 

‘* My opinion,” she replied,.a little sharply, 
‘tis, that you did not act, in several instances, 
this evening, like a gentleman !”’ 

IT did not!” I spoke with affected surprise, 
only; for I thought I knew what it was she 
meant. 

‘No, I am sorry to say that you did not. 
Nothing could have been more improper than 
the notice yon took of what was passing. A 
true gentlemanly spirit would have led you to 
look away from, rather than at the weakness of 
our hostess.”? ’ 

** Look away from it, Mrs. Sunderland! How 
could I do that, pray? It was before my eyes 
all the time.” 

You ought to have shut your eyes, then.” 

“ Nonsense.” © 

Very far from it, Mr. Sunderland. You are 
ready enough: to see the faults of other people.” 
(In this, I must confess, my wife did not err 
very much)—* but quite willing to shut your 





eyes to your own. Now, I think you acted just 
as bad as Mr. Tudor; and, in fact, worse.’? 

‘Worse! You are complimentary, Mrs. Sun- 
derl@nd.”? 

J can’t help it if I am. Mrs. Tudor was 
carried away by her weakness to conduct herself 
in an unlady-like manner ; but you, with her ex- 
ample before your eyes, and in a mood to reflect, 
permitted yourself to remark upon her conduct 
in a way calculated to give. pain.” 

**In the name of wonder, what are you driv- 
ing at Mrs. Sunderland! No one but you heard 
any remark I made.’’ 

“T wish I could think so.”’ 

** Who, besides yourself, heard what I said?” 

** Mr, Tudor.” 

*¢ Impossible !”? 

** He was sitting very near us when you so far 
forgot yourself as to notice, verbally, what was 
passing, and, I am well satisfied, either heard 
distinctly what was said, or enough to. enable 
hir understand the nature of you all said.” 

**You are surely mistaken,”’ I said, feeling a 
good ‘deal mortified, and perceiving much more 
clearly than I did before, the nature of my offence 
against good manners and propriety of conduct, 

“I wish I were. But I fear I am not. I 
know -that Mr. Tudor looked around toward 
you suddenly, and I noticed that he was much 
more particular. afterward in his attentions to 
the rest of the company. At table, you may 
have yourself remarked this.” 

‘* Yes, I noticed it.”? 

‘And yet, even at the table, when he was 
doing his best, you again hurt his feelings.” 

“ Me 1? 

*Yes,.you. When Mrs, Tudor spoke harshly 
to Lucy, or did something or other that you 
thought out of the way, you must look your 
sarcasm at me, notwithstanding the eyes of her 
husband were upon you.” 

** But he didn’t see me, then.” 

‘Yes, but he did. I saw him looking directly 
at you.” 

‘Oh, no! it cannot be.” I was unwilling to 
believe this. 

‘I wish -it were not so for my husband’s 
sake,” ‘returned Mrs. Sunderland. ‘ But the 
evidence of my senses I generally find it neces- 
sary to credit.”’ 

I must own that I felt considerably cut up, 
or cut down, which ever is the most mortifying 
state to be in. To look and whisper my cen- 
sure in company, I had thought no great harm, 
but now that I found I had been. discovered in 
the act; I had a-mortifying sense of its impro- 
priety. © 

* Well, any how,” I said, rallying myself, and 
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speaking with some lightness of tone. “It is 
clear that Mrs. Tudor is no lady, for all you 
thought her such a pattern card of gentility.”’ 

« And I have not the least doubt,” retorted 
my wife, “that it is equally clear to Mr. Tudor 
that you are no gentleman.~ So, on that score, 
the account stands fairly balanced between the 
two families.” 

This was a pretty hard hit; and I feit a little 
“riled up,” as the Yankees say, but I concluded 
that the uttering of a few sharp sayings to my 
wife, under the circumstances, would not prove 
my claim to being a gentleman, espécially against 
the facts of the case, and so I cooled down, and 
walked home rather silently, and in not the best 
humor with myself. On the next morning, I 
took up a little book from my wife’s burean, and 
sat down to look over it while waiting for the 
breakfast bell. It was a book of aphorisms, ahd 
I opened at once to a page where a leaf was 
turned down. A slight dot with a pencil directed 
my eyes to a particular line, which read— 

He who lives in a glass house shouldn’t : 
throw stones.”? 

I am not sure that Mrs. Sunderland turned 
down that leaf in the book, and marked the 
sentiment for my- especial benefit; though I 
strongly suspected her. At any rate, I deemed } 
it best not to ask the question. | 

; 








*TIS SWEET. 5 
BY CAROLINE E. TIMLOW. 


°T 1s sweet when in this weary world é 
The cloud of sadness darkly lowers; 
When from the spirit joy departs 
With all its sunlight and its flowers; 
To lift from earth the tear-dimm’d eye, 
And see amid the gloom above 
A seraph watcher hovering near, 
With cheering smiles and words of love. 


RAAADY 


°T is sweet when all our cherished dreams 
Of brightness have forever fled ; 
When all that made life beautiful 
Lies low reposing, cold and dead; 
To think there ‘is a land of light 
Far from earth’s sadness and its gloom, 
Where Pleasure’s smile unclouded glows, 
And Hope’s bright flowers forever bloom. 


When bitter words from lips are breathed, 
And heart from heart has.coldly turned, 
And neither found that deathless love 
For which in vain the spirit yearned; 
Oh! sweet to think there is a Heaven, 
Where care no more may cloud the breast, 
Where every soul that enters there 
Shall find a blissful, glorious rest. 
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THE WINDOW OF DESPAIR. 
A FRENCH STORY. s 


We were just out of college, and determined, 
for the last time, to have one of those pieasant 
little patties which the first Thursday in every 
month bad, for the last eight year$, successively 
ushered in with so much merriment.’ The car 
came for us, and, laden with prizes, we jumped 
in, and were received the same evening at the 
castle of Sauvebeuf by the family of our friend 
and comrade, Leon de L——. 

Leon’s father was a little, lively, old man; I 
fancy I can see him now, seated at the long 
table, which was always lengthened to suit the 
number of guests. Toward the end of supper, 
Mr. L amused himself by telling our for- 
tunes. 

“You, Armand,” said he, to a great fellow 
with a profusion of light curls, ‘you shall be 
seated upon the fleur-de-lis. You will wear a 
long, flowing robe. I will bet a bottle of Cahors 
that you will be a judge.” 

- This prophecy excited our mirth; for, indeed, 
Armand was more of the nature of an epicurean 
than of the future judge in the council chamber. 
I accepted the bet. If Mr. L » were alive 
now, I should lose it, for Armand is an attorney. 

**Done!” cried the old man, * but as we must 
wait some time before it can be decided, I will, 
in the meantime, bring up one bottle out of my 
cellar, which I know you will like. It has been 
forty years there. Think of that, my young® 
fellows.”? He got up and took a candle, and we 
all prepared to accompany him. 

The cellar where he kept his wine was a 
large, vaulted room, similar to the vaults at 
Saint Denis’s Church. At the farther end was 
a little Gothic door, entirely black, Barrels 
were laid along the walls, but a skilful eye 
soon discovered that this was not the original 
destination-of the apartment. The pavement, 
although now unequal and broken, had been of 
smooth stone. 

The old man was pleased with our surprise 
and admiration ; he seated himself on an empty 
cask, and raised his candle so as to show every 
portion to the best advantage. And then the 
legend! for what old vaulted room had not one? 
The following is Mr. L *s story. 

After the wars with Holland, the youngest son 
of the Marquis de Sauvebeuf returned to this 
castle, (belonging to his father) and resolved to 
pass the remainder of his days in retirement and 
repose, after a somewhat disorderly youth. He 
was a gallant officer, and handled the sword and 
the lyre equally well, and was a great favorite 











——_—eeeeeeeeeeeeeEeOEeOEO ON enn nme 


172 DAY PICTURES. 


—~ ane waned, 








with the ladies of his time, and, moreover, ‘a ; to his library for an old journal in manuscript, 
great,spend-thrift. and read as follows:— _._ 

The evening of his arrival he A to his; (Toward the close of the thirteenth century, 
sleeping-room about eleven o’clock. Soon after 3} the Lord of Sauvebceuf, whose ancestors. built 
all was quiet in the castle.. The officer alone } this castle, was engaged. in a war with two 
did not sleep; he who had been accustomed to } neighboring barons, those of Losse and Mon- 
the noise and. uproar of the nights at Versailles, ; tignac. Sauvebeuf had a very pretty daughter; 
was disturbed by. thé silence around him. The } this young lady fell in love with the Baron de 
-moon was shining brightly, he opened his,win- } Losse. One day, when he was permitted to Visit, 
dow and looked abroad. on the landscape beneath } at her father’s castle, he mounted his horse and 
him. descended the grand staircase backward. The 

* The window of despair?” interrupted Leon. } gentleman also- loved her very much, but soon 

“Hush!” said his father, “I.say he opened a } saw a-fearful rival in the person of Montignac, 
window, no matter which one.. He was occu- } who managed to enlist de Losse in a war with 
pied in this manner, when, a little after mid- : Sauvebceuf, and by that. means to further his ! 





night, on the other side of the river, behind.a } own plans. 

clump of trees,-he saw. a white robe float in the A great battle was fought at Sauvebeuf, 
wind, and a female figure. walked slowly along } where the Baron de Losse was_killed, people 
the bank. The officer rubbed his eyes, and felt, said, by. Montignac. It is certain, however, 
certainly, no inclination to go to bed yet. With ; that he returned home with Sauvebeeuf, who 
caution, so. as not to be observed, he descended ;.struck him on the shoulder, and called him 
the staircase, unarmed and. bare-headed, and ; ‘‘ son-in-law.” 

arrived at the gate leading to the water. For-? . The next day, in the midst of the merry- 
tunately a little boat was tied to a tree; he } making, an old woman, pale and trembling, 
jumped in, and a few.strokes of the oar brought } entered the banquetting hall. ‘‘Sire,’? she ex- 
him to. the other side. The lady in white,was } claimed, ‘there is an end to weddings and re- 
there still. She turned toward him, and then ° joicings, your daughter has thrown herself out 
continued her rambling, quicltening her pace a ? of, the window into, the river, which flows so 
little as she beheld the officer following her. He } fast and so black between the rocks!” 

went on until-at last she led him to the top of At this sudden news, the Sire de Montignac 
the Arseme Hill. When he arrived here he } was so overcome that he swallowed three pints 
heard a confused noise of trumpets, cries to ; of ‘wine, one after another. As to Sauvebeuf, 
battle, the clashing of arms, and tramping of | he swore he would make a pilgrimage to Jeru- 
horses, and although the moon shone clear, he " salem, and be slain under its walls, but it is not 
could see nothing. . Terrified and wearied, the known if he accomplished his vow, 

young man sank to the ground. All that was As to the truth of this story, it is indisputable. 
known of him afterward was that he-never ap- | The window of despair exists yet. It is on the 
peared again under the banner of Louis XIV. north side of the castle, two leagues from the little 
He took o.ders and entered the church. He | village of Montiguac, and the castle of Losse, on 
3 


; 
| 
3 
; 
; 


even: became afterward an Abbé,no slight honor } the high Vezere rock, where the waters flows so 
at that period, for the Abbés of Chancelade was § fast and so black, between the rocks. P. H. 5. 
always mitred and crosiered like a bishop.”? 
, Saying this, the old man opened the little , : 
Gothic door I have mentioned, and we beheld DAY PICTURES. 
an empty tomb, more modern than the sur- ; 
rounding architecture. On the tomb was placed }* 
a figure in stone of a mitred Abbot, in tolerable Ciishanbte the ‘mcedow, 
_preservation, notwithstanding the destructive But’ *udach thi cel lan¥es s600 
and sacreligious habits of the times. On the “". “Rie Wwe in shadow. 

wall we deciphered, but with great difficulty, Henn:srident simade week 

the escutcheon of Sauvebeeuf, without arms or Satund outbal 

pread ou ore us, 
crown, and some pious inscriptions. Liet-dwethe-old mill: wheel 
From one corner of this little apartment, Mr. Thundering its chorus. 

_L-—— took a bottle of wine, and we bade adieu IF SOR Wwe: 

to the lordly sepulchre of the house of Sauve- Sumsmagt day, so fair and bright! 
beuf.. On our return into the dining-room, we “Thou rt by zephyr hurried 
pressed the old man so.anxiously for more de- Down into the lap of night, 
tails upon this interesting subject, that he sent *Mong thy rose-leaves buried. 


I. NOON. 
Now stands the sun at noon: 
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THE MOMENTOUS QUESTION. 
BY MRS», ANN S. STEPHENS. 


CHAPTER IV. 


Lucy, Jones slept deeply all night, for her 
fatigue had been so great that even anxiety 
failed to overpower it. But the first breath of 
morning aroused her, and after that sweet mo- 
ment of prayer which seems holiest when taken 
from the first hours of the day, she went down 
to her household duties blooming and refreshed. 
The massive old tea-kettle was already stream- 
ing and kissing over the firé, and Lucy was upon 
her knees, shading her cheek with one hand, 
while the other held a slice of half toasted bread 
before the embers, when her father came in. 
Never had she seen his step more buoyant, or 
his eyes more bright. 

** A mouthful of breakfast, child,” he oat: 
stooping to kiss the fair girl’s forehead, as she 
turned her face with an inquiring look upon 
him; “and then bring out my Sunday clothes; 
I must be gone again. Did I not say that the 
innocent should be righted ?”” 

‘© What have you seen, fatherwhat has ae 
pened?” cried Lucy, lifting the plate of toast 
from before the fire between her now trembling 
hands. “T’can see by your eyes—by your whole 
face that something has happened. What is it, 
father 2??? 

‘€What should you say ?” éried the oldman, 
planting his rifle in a corner of the room: * what 
should you think if I had seen them all—the 
whole gang of robbers, with that young villain 
at their head, rioting with wine, and. fruit, and 
game over the young lord’s plate—what would 
you think of that, Lucy ” 

“But where, father; how did it all happen j 
how could you have seen all this ?”” 

“é Did T not say that he ‘would find me a hound 
upon the track ? T watched his window; I fol- 
lowed him after he had stole through it, away 
up the valley, and across the moor to the old 
tower among the hills—that is their den. ' I 
saw them all there ‘last night—three ‘besides 
Hyatt—all the plate. too—I heard every word 
that passed among them. Now give mé a cup 
of tea, Lucy, and get my things ready as I eat 
breakfast. tf must, find Manson’s ‘Jawyer and 
tell him all’ this.” Another week, Lucy, and 
John shall be in his ‘cottage”again, while that 
young Voaimip takes his turn at the dungeon end: 
shackles.” F 


- * Entered waning Act of engnn' in the year 








1847; by Edward Stephens; in ‘the Olerk’s Office of the 
District Court forthe Southern. District of New York. 
Vou. XII.—15 


_ placed in his ample 7 


“Oh, father!—and you will have done this— 
you will have set him free, his honest name 
clear of reproach; his faith ina just Providence 
stronger ‘than ever. This is’ happiness, the 
sweetest, dearest that I ever knew!”’ 

And with the bright tears rolling down her 
face, Lucy flung her arms around the old man, 
and kissed his forehead and his brown cheek. 

Not ‘yet, Lucy: don’t thank me yety the 
work is only half done,” cried the old man, 
cheerfully, and patting her head with his large 
band. * Wait till Manson is out of ‘prison; and 
that young villain in; wait till the whole nest 
of them are sent beyond seas; then—then, Lucy, 
we will have a day of thanksgiving, and a wed- 
ding day all in one!?? 

You should have seen how beautiful Seép 
Jones was as her father uttered these words— 
how her cheeks: bloomed ont beneath’ the 'tears 
that trembled over them like drops upon an 
almond flower. You should have’ seen all’ this 
—the quick drooping of her white eyelids, the 
reddening of the-lips, and the’ pleasant little 
tremor’in which she was thrown—only to have 
had_the faintest idea of the lovely picture she 
would have made while leaning upon the shoul- 
der of that stalwart old man. I only wish that 
instead of this warm pen I had or 
pencil to lay in the tints for you. r 

Half an hour ‘before; Lucy would not have 
blushed ‘at the mention of John Manson ‘and 
her wedding day, she was all too anxious’ for 
thosé sweet emotions that only evanesce from 
a happy heart like the sparkle from an overflow- 
ing goblet. But now that’ she had fair hopes 
that her: lover’s “peril. was over, the heroine 
went out-from her soul, Her modesty, so be- 
coming—her blushes so glowing and brigtt—all 
came back, and she would have found it much 
easier to have stood up by Manson’s side on his 
trial, than ‘to “have looked for one moment: into 
her old father’s eyes. 

So without a word of reply the young girl stole 
away to her work ‘againj‘and was marvelously 
busy iti the pantry, and Srotind that ‘ponderous 
old tea-kettle ‘that ‘sat upon its nest of flame, and 


-kept singing on like a Phenix rejoicing over the 


ashes that had*given it birth. Marvelously busy 
and excéedingly beautiful was Lucy just’then-’ 
The old man glanced at her occasionally from 
beneath his heavpbrows, and a grim smile stole 
over his lips. At last he arose briskly, and went 
into another room to change his clothes that bore 
niany a rough testimony to the adventures of the 
night." Wher he came forth: ‘again Lucy had pre- 
pared a package of and cheése, which she 
,and pressing another 
draught of ale on the old man, saw him depart 
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with tearful eyes that blended sweetly with the 
smile that hope and gratitude sent every moment 
from her Warm heart to the glowing lip. 

She stood a momerit hesitating, trembling, 
and then with:a glow that flushed her face like 
arose, rah through the honeysuckle porch and 
overtook her father as. he crossed the garden. 

‘¢ Father!? 

_ ‘The old man turned and lookéd kindly upon 
here. | Ssj19" *\s 

 You—youwill see-him. He is so: depressed, 
so miserable. If you:could but bring yourself 
to-———"? 

“‘ Nay—nay, I must. not: tell him all till we 
are quite sure of catching’ the rogues. It might 
lift his hopes - disappoint org Ae said the old 
man.) |: 

*¢It.was not that; father; but—but if you 
would but say that your own prejudice against 
him was removed; that, cleared or condemned, 
you will give your child to him. Oh, father, it 
would be such a'comfort in his prison !?? 

Lucy began to ery as she spoke; her hands. 
were clasped, and in that -pretty attitude she 
looked. so. earnest‘ and lovely, that theold man 
could not, if he wished, have denied her. 

» Yes, yes--do not doubt it-—I will say every 
thing that you ask. He isa.fine fellow, Lucy, 
and I was an old. brute to treat him as I did. 
Now give 'me.a kiss; child, and stop: crying. 
There, bless thee—blegs. thee! . I will’ come 
back. with good news.” 

The park-keeper went his way, and eoiia re- 
turned to the house, blessing the stout old man 
in-her heart of hearts, 

» It. was a long morning’s walk which the old; 
men had undertaken, and disappointment met 
him at the termination. For when he entered 
the town: where Manson. was awaiting his trial, 
and sought the lawyer who had taken charge of 
the case, he found.that personage ‘somewhat in- 
credulous of the story he came to.relate, Bat 
there was. something so earnest about the old 
man that—notwithstanding the marvelous na- 
ture of his tale~the Jawyer could not wholly 
reject it;pand. at, last, after .much..soligitation, 
and a promise of. ample payment, from the wit- 
ness; he consented to return home with the 
park-keeper, and aid im searching the ruined 
tower for the stolen treasure... 

Afters hasty visit,to the jail, where diguah 
- keeper left. hope and sunshine. behind him, the, 
old man wag taken into, the lawyer’s chaise, and: 





driven aorose-the-countzy to the mountain tower, 

There the old. tain, n etoods dnoits. ivy mantle,, 
quiet; and, Picturesque as — but. rooks: 
had inhabited it for _ A single horse 


track was indeed faindl beneeils the tron dchans 





Hyatt had tied his horse the night before; but 
this was the only vestige of his nocturnal visit 
that could be traced outside the ruin. This eyi- 
dence, slight'as it was, only served to strengthen 
the confidence which the lawyer was beginning 
to feel in the singular narrative of his companion, 
and he entered the tower with considerable ani- 
mation. 

It was a rude structure enough, and its state 
of dilapidation, when revealed by the daylight, 
made the old man tremble for the danger he had 
braved in exploring it in darkness. The walls 
on every side were rugged and broken—the clifts 
choked up with moss, and fringed with creeping 
plants. Through the loop-hole windows rich 
masses,of ivy vines had forced themselves, and 
streamed down the walls a host of emerald ban- 
ners, rustling and swaying to the wind—and 
there was the old staircase curvirg around the 
wall, broken, tottering, and perilous even to 
look upon. Half the stone blocks that composed 
it had given way, and cumbered the ground on 
which the park-keeper and his companion stood: 
but, the flooring overhead was more perfect, and 
after a moment’s hesitation the lawyer consented 
to follow Jones, as he. mounted toward it along 
the disjointed staircase. C 

The old man, whose courage never wavered, 
turned from time to time, in order to aid or direct 
the footsteps of his more timid companion, who, 
nevertheless, reached the platform pale as death, 
and ready to abuse himself, and especially the 
park-keeper for the peril of his.condition. — 

Jones easily found the wall which had afforded 
him eoncealment the night before, and pointed 
out the heap of fresh moss that he had torn from 
the crevices. His companion pushed open a door 
that seemed to have been recently hung, and 
entered the chamber which we have already de- 
scribed.. 

It was entirely empty, save a block ar, two of 
rough stone—not a vestige of the table, plate, or 
anything pertaining to the revel over night was 
to, be detected. They searched i in every corner, 

a@ifted the stones, and investigated each nook or 
crevice, large enough to conceal a goblet, but all 
in vain. No trace of the stolen plate presented 
itself; a broken twig of ivy, and a few scorched. 
leaves, where the lamps had” hung, was all the 
proof that the disappointed old mah could pot, 
out that his story had not been a fabrication 
from beginning to,end. But, these were some- 


thing with a man, whose life had been spent in 

tracing important facts from ‘almost impalpable 

evidence, and once upon the scent, this old hound 

of. the law was not easily driven from the chase. 

‘Let us search-—let us-search; friend Jones,” 

he said, With great animation, tearing - ape the 
i 11x 
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ivy with his hands, hoping to discover somie nook 
in the wall. ‘* This-fairy tale of yours must end 
in a golden treasure.’ Come, wrench away that 
huge vine; we-will not move till the ‘wale ete 
laid bare from roof ‘to floor.” 

The old lawyer was as good as his word; but 
when the rude stones were dismantled, and all 
their naked age exposed, it was only to result 
in disappointment. No hiding place was found, 
nothing to direct the search or create ‘suspicion. 

v Still the two ‘resolute men would not be dis- 
couraged; they went from nook to nook, from 
corner to corner of the old: ruin) till all the upper 
part had ‘been thoroughly°explored; then they 
crept down the stairs, peering into crevices, and 
examining every'stone as they went along, till 
nothing but the ground floor remained. . This 
was cumbered with fragments of the ruin that 
had fallen from above; heaps of mortar, large 
stones, and all the accumulated litter of cen- 
turies, seemed ‘to defy their search. Still they 
began laboring among the appalling mass, heav- 
ing aside great blocks of granite, and penetrating 
into each cavity that presented -itself, till the 
night’ came on. -Nothing was found, and the 
whole ruin had been thoroughly explored. 

Disheartened, but not altogether in despair, 
the two men ‘abandoned their search and de- 
scended the mountain. Entering the lawyer’s 
chaise that had been left at the foot of the ascent, 
they drove across the moor, and it was not long 
after the night set in when Lucey Jones was 
startled by the appearance of her father anda 
strange guest. 

In his’ conversation with the lawyer, Jones 
had been faithful to the confidence of his child. 
Not a word had crossed his lips of the mutual 
attachment that existed between her and the 
prisoner; bet the old barrister was a quick ob- 
sérver, and while he sat in the park-keeper’s 
easy chair apparently lost in a fit of musing, 
but in truth watching every look and motion of 
the beautiful girl, his conclusions were speedily 
drawn. He could not be deceived in the rising 
blush, the look ‘of keen interest, and the invo+ 
luntary start that followed each mention of the 

, prisonet’s name. 
. &©Hem,?? mused the old lawyer, “so here lies 
gecret of it all. This pretty girl loves the 
handsome young robber; my stout old friend 
here doats on the girl, and so this fine story of 
the feast of gold has been invented between 
them. By my honor I have been playing day 
laborer in that old tower to a pretty purpose. 
I dare say the pretty minx is laughing at,me in 
her heart all the time, demure as she looks, but 
they shallipay for it. By Jove, I will strip the old 
fellow’s stocking of every piece he has hoarded 
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in it. If this story is made up he shall pay for 
it !?? 

Still the old lawyer was not quite sure. The 
girl looked so innocent, so touchingly lovely, 
that it was hard even for his suspicious nature 
to judge harshly of her; and there was the old 
father with stern passions written over his face, 
but honest in every lineament. It was no easy 
matter to believe either of these persons capable 
of falsehood and frand, still the park-keeper’s 
story was a. very marvelous one, and the proofs 
of its truth meagre indeed. 

‘And so my pretty girl,” said the lawyer, 
drawing up to the repast which Lucy had pre- 
pared, and-helping himself to a slice of fragrant 
bacon, with a golden egg reposing lusciously 
upon it; *‘and so there seems to be’a pretty fair 
chance that these crabbed laws of ours will hang 
or transport your lover one of these fine days.” 

Lucy started at the abrupt speech, and her 
cheek blanched, while the game-keeper looked 
up with stern reproof on his countenance. 

TI trust not. Indeed I hope you do not think 
they will condemn him,” said Lucey, in a tremu- 
lous voice... ** The laws donot punish an inno- 
cent man. That is impossible !”’ 

The old lawyer smiled; thé simplicity with 
which that young creature acknowledged her 
connexion with the prisoner quite disarmed his 
suspicion. 

“The laws are not always so considerate as 
you seem to think,” he said; ** people must not 
only Je innocent, but must prove themselves so. 
Tat, tut, girl, you need not turn so white—we 
shall all do our best to get this handsome young 
fellow off. Perhaps something may be made 
out of this adventure of last night. It looks 
visionary enough now, but still evidence does 
sometimes spring up in stranger places.’”’ 

The old park-keeper looked at his visitor, and 
instantly detected the half doubting expression 
of his face when he alluded to their search in the 
tower. For a momenta crimson glow gathered 
around the old man’s eye-brows, and it was with 
a struggle that he kept down the indignation 
that swelled in his heart with the thought that 
his word was in anything doubted. 

“His innocence shall be made clear as the 
sun at noonday. - I will stand up in court and 
take oath to every word that has been said to 
you,”’ he exclaimed, with emphasis. 

* And they will shut you up as'a lunatic for 
your pains,” was the reftection of the old law- 
yer, but he only answered, “we must think 
about that—we must think well of it. That 
patt of your story about abstracting the keys 


and entering the: house, might bring your own 


—" danger if thé court should give it the 
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least. credit...No man_ is bound to criminate 
himself.”’ 

“ But this youth is the son of my old friend. 
I tell you, sir, he shall be freed from this charge, 
though my confession should send.me to: the 
colonies—nay, to the gallows !?* 

‘* All wrong—all. wrong... It. mandache pha 
suicide, I. tell. you,” replied the lawyer, cutting 
aslice of bread witb great. deliberation. ‘‘ Besides, 
my impetuous. friend, they..would only set you 
down as an accomplice, and transport or hang 
you and the young fellow. together,|so do not 
venture on that ‘ground fwighont good, ‘legal 
advise |”? 

MI will tell the truth,” ateh (meas resolutely 

—‘ the whole truth—nothing but the truth, and 
they can make the most of it.’? 

** Very well—very well, I have not. the least 
objection! 1f you have a fancy for colonial. life, 
ora lunatic asylum, it is all the same to me— 
only. what isto become of this pretty girl:when 
her father,.and lover are both taken . beyond 
seas 7? 

The old pn tle looked up at his daugh- 
ter, and his firm lip began to quiver. 

She would go. with them; their home should 
be hers, and, where -they died, there would she 
be buried,”’ said the noble girl, drawing close to 
her father, and laying a hand upon his shoulder. 

The. old man turned his eyes from that fair, 
young face to the lawyer, the latter remarked 
that they were full of tears. 

*¢ Well, well,’? he said, rising to ‘etent the 
moisture that crept over his own vision—‘ we 
must not let things come to that pass! Now, 
amy pretty girl, show. me where Iam’ to sleep, 
and I will think the matter over between your 
lavendered sheets. It’ shall go hard if: we can- 
not untangle this mystery.” 

Lucy took.up a light, and leading the way to 
a bed-room that opened from the kitchen, un- 
closed the door for her guest. 

**Good night,” said the lawyer, turning to 
receive the lamp, and warmly shaking the little 
hand that presented it. _ ‘*] shall be off at peep 
of day; your father must have a sharp.eye-on 
the young scamp down in the village’ yonder, 
and come to me.every day or two with the news. 
Keep a good heart, girl—keep a good heart !”? 

With these. cheering words, the lawyer shut 
_ himself in the neat little room which was mtant 

. priated to him for the night. 

-- “Upon. my word.a charming little onli 
keeper!’’ he mused, glancing at the pure muslin 
curtain, and the-snow white.bed with. its linen 
sheets turned down ready to-receive. him; “and 
tho, eld. man too--that.is’a| wild story—-but I 

can’t look him in the face and believe dPall.a 

- 





sham. for.the-life of me... Now if. we could but. 
delay the trial till, after the-rendezvous. which he 
says these. robbers. have made; were the story 
more probable it.might be done; but I should 
only get laughed at as it is. Upon my word it 
is a-singular;case, and J can but make the best 
of it for the sake of that lovely child if nothing 
mann.” 

' While these: reflections were passing through 
the lawyer’s brain, he wound up his. watch, 
placed ;it carefully beneath the. snowy pillow, 
and: proceeding to, take off his garments, stepped 
into bed. :|,Before Lucy Jones had breathed, her 
evening prayer in the little chamber above stairs 
her guest was sound asleep. 

It. was the tenth day after. Thomas Jones’ 
adventure at the tower, and. the trial of. young 
Manson was ordered peremptorily... His lawyer 
had succeeded in having it pat off from time to 
time; but. now the court was within two days 
of the end of its. time, and no further,delay.could 
be obtained. 

The hour at length came, and the court was 
crowded—for the amount of the robbery, the 
high character which the prisoner had hitherto 
borne, with his. firm denial of guilt—had ex- 
cited more than the ordinary degree of curiosity 
elicited in such cases. Through this crowd of 
people young Manson was brought and arraigned 
before the open court. Nothing could.be more 
proper than his.demeanor. It blended all the 
dignity of innocence with that keen distress 
which the ignominy of his situation was caleu- 
lated to excite. His cheek was pale; now and 
then his fine eyes would sink beneath the broad 
gaze of the multitude, but this. natural embar- 
rassment had no shadow of guilt about it; and 
when he was called upon to answer “ guilty or 
not guilty,”’ those eyes were turned full upon 
the jury, and his voice sounded full and clear 
through the whole room. 

‘* Not guilty!”? and so the prisoner was put 
upon his defence. 

It seemed as if nothing-could savehim. The 
proofs of guilt were so overpowering~as link 
after link was added to the chain of evidence 


that seemed to coil around him like a'serpent, , 


and threaten in the end to crush him to death 


The. prisoner’s cheek grew still, more pallid od 


the appearances of his guilt accumulated, His 
own friends—those who had. known him from 
infancy; seemed. destined t their own 
will—to accomplish . his condemnation. The 
old house-keeper from, the manor.house..wept 
like a child, as she testified to his anxious and 
hurried. manner when she sent to consult him 
regarding some household matters on the night 
of the robbery. . The business upon which she 
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desired his counsel occupied them some time,’’ 
she said, “‘and from the beginning he seemed un- 
usually restive and absent-minded, making more 
than one effort to depart, and seeming greatly: 
annoyed ‘when ‘she continued to: detain him.” 
He: had left the manor house’ rather late in the 
evening, she: testified, and that was ‘the lastiac- 
count she could: give of hig movements during 
the night. She testified that the prisoner alone: 
had the keys to: those rooms not'inbabited during 
the’ lord’s absence, dnd: that no other person 
could obtain access to the plate closet without: 
breaking through the door. 

Two of the house servants corroborated this 
testimony; and one of them added that instead 
of going toward his own cottage when he left 
the manor house, Manson had gone in an oppo- 
site direction. He-knew this because, the night’ 
being: very beautiful, he had been tempted to 
walk. forth after the prisoner took his‘ leaverat: 
the door. The man asserted that-while saun- 
tering about in the moonlight he had seen Man- ‘ 
son walking rapidly across the. lawn and enter 





around should join in. branding: him as a felon. 
How pale and anxious she looked; aid yet how 
full of tender resolution were those soft eyes! 
Every lineament: of that beautiful face bearned 
with holy compassion, and confidence’ sé pure’ 
that an angel might have worn the expression 
without impairing the glory of his countenance. 
And there: stood the.old park-keeper, resolute 
but anxious, with a thrill of the keenest anguish 
now: and then sweeping away the stern com» 
posure from his countenance. His eyes: were 
turned at intervals: upon’ the prisoner; and his 
fingers, at such times, would’take a firmer grip 
on’ his ‘cane, and the stout walking stick vibrated 
to the’ emotionsthat agitated him. 

When Manson saw these two beings ‘standing 
there in the court, and thought that they were 
the only: persons among the multitude who be- 
lieved him innocent, his firmness gave: way, and 
dropping his forehead upon his locked: hands, he 
} ) stealthily wiped away the tears that were un- - 
manning him. 

That moment; the old wotaiah who took charge 





the ‘park. The witness, without .any definite.) of his cottage, was brought to the witness statid. 
reason, followed in the same direetion;and. after | The people whispered that something yet more 
wandering: about among the trees, was:turning ' startling ‘was to be developed, or the prisonet 
his steps homeward when he was startiéd’ by the would not have been so-agitdted all of a sudden. 
sound of voices /im an: adjacent hollow. The > The poor old woman had but-little:to ‘say, and 
sound was hushed as he approached the spot, ’ that she spoke with tearful reluctance. ‘ Man- 
but he had distinet]y counted the figures of three.’ son had left the cottage sometime after night 
men gliding:away through the trees. fall”? she said, ‘and: she saw ‘no more of him 
“Dhe man continued to relate that he should | till the next day. She slepton the ground floor; 
have been startled! by the appearance of somany | } and went to bed early, but remained awake; 
persons near the house ih the night time, but ; thinking that Manson would return. She had 
that he supposed them to be some friends. of been in bed, perhaps, an hour, when a noise in 
Manson’s: from the village, who had es the chamber above:surprised-her. It lasted but 
been waiting while he was at the manor house. ‘ a moment, and thien’she distinctly heard a rust+ 
“ This,’?? the man said, ‘accounted to: his: mind: > ling im @ cherry tree near'the window; and the 
fer the anxiety Manson had manifested. to get ; sound» of cautious: footsteps stealing away from 
away; and he thought no more of the matter’ the house! Some time after, it might be en 
till after the robbery. Then he had made'in- } hour or pérhaps two, she heard Manson come 
quiries at the village—but could find no inhabi- ’ in. through the outer room ‘and go up: stairs. 
tant who had: been near the manor house:thiat:; This was all that she could tell of. his 
night, nor. had any ‘person seen Manson at the} ments.” ‘Then came the persons who had: 
village.’” the pieces of plate buried beneath a. vine.that 


‘Alb this ‘bore: fearfally: against the: pelngane; 
his ‘case'grew more:and: more hopeless.': He felt 
that ‘all around! believed him guilty. | He could 
not lift his eye without meeting the reproachful: 
glance of:some old friend. “It was:worse than” 
the bitterness: of? death. ._He was:innocent, and: 
yet is'courdgé gave' way ; big ‘drops startedon: 
his foréhead; and he turned despondingly around ‘ 
in’ search? 6f ‘one familiat face which would not ' 
accuse him.. Jtiwas’there b ‘With her veil thrown’ 


sat Lucy Jones, the noble girl who was pledged 


overrun: the prisoner’s cottage;: and -here : the 
counsel: for the! crown ‘rested his case. Poor 
Manson, he: had scanty evidence: to offer in op- 
srs to this array of: facts.. What was his 

dcharacter against the appearances 
that thid¥ened darkly around-him? Who conld 
he ‘call upon to prove: that: the interval be-;” 
tween leaving the manor housé-and.- retiring to 
his! ‘cottage, had been spént: im-hurrying:to the. 
park-keeper’s’ cottage to keep tryst with its, 





iovely inmate, and. ta) find the house shut up,. 


and darkness all. a? Who: wouldprove: 





rt Ley fens te mle gi tenderly upon tim, 


torbecome hiswife; even though all the multitude ' that the time he hadapent in attenipsing to 
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arouse the fair girl, and in wandering along the 
river’s brink for the mere pleasure of gazing 
Uper ithe roof that sheltered him. ; 

* He had: told “Lucy of this, and she believed 
him; but who! else would be»found to place 
faith in the statement of an accused man? His 
heart. grew faint as the time approached for ‘his 
defence: He could not find courage: to’ look 
upon the sweet:face éver turned toward his. -It 
was a moment of terrible depression; ‘his con- 
sciousness: of innocence seemed but a poor sup- 
portithen. In agony of spirit he groaned aloud. 

The sound of his‘agony smote upon the game- 
keeper’s heart... The cane shook more violently 
beneath his hands, and forcing a passage to the 
old lawyer who seemed. about to arise, he whis- 
pered— 

** Now—now I can ker silent no beiuifan 2 o 
will speak?’ 

‘Go back to your place for an 1 old fool,’? was 
the counsellor’s reply ; “‘ wait till you are called 
for. It is a wise man that knows when to speak: 
and when to hold his tongue.’? 

While:he was saying this the lawyer ‘had not 
changed his position, or looked upon the agitated 
old:sman, No one would-have thought that he 
was at all interested in what was passing: © ' 

* But,’’ persisted Jones. : 

“But,” repeated the other, calmly twisting a 
piéee of tape atound:some papers. ** Go: back 
to: your seat and hold your tongue,-or £ shall 
take.a fancy to knock, you down in the court 
room.?? 

The park-keeper did not quite Obey this gus 
natured. rudeness, but! he submitted to the most 
impoftant injunction that of holding his tongue, : 
and kept his place in restive silence.: .° 

The lawyerseemed: in no hurry to: open his 
case.’ Ittook: him»a Jong time to arrange his 
papers, and turn down the leaves in his sheep 
skin ‘books. At last he arose, took out his watch, ‘ 
smiled: @ little on finding it later than ‘he had ‘ 
Notg opened: his address to:the court:! 

80 itrevelant had: ever fallen from his 
lips before. He talked about everything but his’ 
case ; grew ‘poetical then prosy; then dashed off 
in’a‘ldisplay of wit that seemed-quite uncalled 
fot-in'so ‘gtave a case, but which kept:all around’ 
in'd state of delighted attention: Nothing could; 
have: been more brilliant—nothing less: to’ the | 
purpose.'’A bystander would have» said, ‘but :: 

“that shrewd old’ lawyer’ had a purpose of. his‘ 
own; and: carried: it.?? » It-;was:late when! he sat 
down, ‘and ‘the ‘court:had no time ‘to hear >the: 
evidenee which he professed: to -have in abund-, 
ance to offer for the So, the triak was \ 
— ‘over to the lin eadndaeh bass 


Jones witha ‘smile, as the prisoner was taken 
out. You see that it requires wisdom to know. 
when to speak. They have gots —— of it this 
time; b fancy.’? 

A look of keen intelligence shot over-the parks 
keeper’s face, that-a moment before had worn a 
look ‘ef contemptuous dissatisfaction. 

Oh, itiis getting ' through that thick head of 
yours: at ‘last, is it!’? he said, gathering up his 
hat ‘and care.“ But: this is no time for’ par- 
leying; we must mové briskly to reach the tower 
in’ time: for the rendezvous with our friends of 
the road.”’ 

Jones started erect, and his eyes flashed be- 
neath their heavy brows. 

‘6 We shall find them—oh, that long speech of 
yours—that Ishould have been.cursing it in my 
heart all the while—the crazy‘tot of bombast. 
Why it: will be»the salvation’ of poor Manson 
aftervall.”? y oif 

- OF ‘course: it will. -Butbestir: yourself, I 
have a possé of men waiting for our adventure, 
and horses ‘ready saddled. With sharp riding 
we can be in the mountains by nightfall. You 
see I place all credit ‘in this:story of the rabbers” 
feast; though others might think’ it smacked 
more of humbug than my speéecl itself.’? 

“God grant that the: scoundrels do ‘not fail 
each other, and this night will give proof enough 
of what I have said,” cried Jones, earnestly— 
but they will not—heaven is aiding-us.”» | @ 

**He has just found out the heavenly beauties 
of: that:speech; though I think the judge woul@ 
be'‘puzzled’ todo: it;?? muttered the selyiny 
laughing ‘quietly as he went along. 

‘Half an hour after this conversation, the old 
lawyer, accompanied by Thomas Jones and half 
a dozen ‘men, among whom was a confidential 
clerk and a constable, were gallopping across’ 
the’ country at full speed.» By: nightfall: they 
reached the old towef} concealed their horses 
among: the trees,' and: themselves in the thickets 
and among the rocks; each managing to eum 
mand for‘himsélf a view of the tower. t 

«The day had been clouded, and there was no 
moon;’so;as ‘the night comé on unusually dark, 
a'faint sound now and then arrested their‘atten~ 


which they fell+next came the ‘noise of hoofs. 
Some horseman :was certainly ascending» the, 
mountain; this: ceaséd, and: then followed«the: 
muffled: tramp (of -féet agains». Adb waited in, 
breathless anxiety, and.every eye was bent upon. 
the tower. that loomed before: them imthe:dark- : 
ness like @ giant drified in mourning. 2)! o> sos 


atm, *$there:is the light!??* 9:') nt te 





said’ te ira caving old: 


“Sure enough, at; that \instarit a’ 


tion, as of footsteps half deadenédiby the turf on» 


» . Hal see,” cried Jose; gracping thp taseyeete: ; 
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beamed through the ivy vines half way up the ; to bury yours under that young fellow’s grape 
tower, and fortwo or three yards around the } vine.in order to get him hangéd, it was no affair 
leaves seemed bathed in gold. ' of ours. You had your motives, and must pay 
“Not yet—mot yet,’”’ whispered the lawyer, ; for them. These two goblets fall to us, I say, 
grasping the old man’s arm. ‘It would be folly. ; so pitch them on the other heap, and it will save 
to,surprise them till. they have had time to un+ } trouble!’ 
earth the spoil. Hark, they are’ on the ground ‘«Whatdo you mean, scoundrel ?”” cried Hyatt, 
floor among the stones; It was impossible to } turning fiercely upon the speaket. “How dare 
search that place thoroughly.’’ you speak.in this tone to us!”’ 

- In truth the stillness was so profound that the * Hush!?? said the man Smith, forcing Hyatt 
watchers could all distinctly hear the crash of ; to his knees again. ‘‘ Let them have the cups, 
huge stones falling back on each other, mingled ? we will not quarrel. with one another.’? 
with, the, jingle of metal, and a faint hum of ** But -we may quarrel inotwithstanding,”’ said 
voices, the young man Blakely... “I teli you, Hyatt, 

** Now!”? whispered the lawyer—" now! there ? we may join you willingly enough when an old 
isionly a light from the upper loop-holes!_ Move ,; Woman or & rich lord is; to be pillaged ; but when 
forward, one and all—but softly. have fellows ? it comes to hanging inno¢ent.mer for our own 
haye serpent,ears,”? —, frolicsy the thing becomes seridus.”?,» 

Cautiously, and without distacbing a twig or ‘What do you mean?” cried Hyatt, white 
branch in the way, the group of watchers moved : with rage.- ‘I have hung no man!’ 
forward and entered the tower. — All was dark > ehh No,’ .repliedthe other, with a-bitter laugh, | 
in the lower story, and they gathered around the ; ‘‘ you did mnot-wheedle:us out of: the cups in 
entrance while Jones crept softly up the stairs. order to fasten guilt.on that: young fellow who 
The rest were somewhat cautious of venturing) ; is now on trial! You did not prompt'the officers 
upon the perilous ascent. He reached the:plat- ’ and sow suspicion against him! I saw the poor 
form in. safety, and turning: the bright side of a ; fellow.in court to-day; and that pretty git] with 
pocket lantern with which the lawyer had sup- her..mournful, eyes. It was enough fo make an 
plied him, Benes the rugged: pass for:thé-rest to | honest man.of me. By Jove, Ihad half.a mind 
ascend, ro back} quit the concern altogether; come out like a 

One by one they, crept along the threatening man.and tell the whole.’? i 

pass, till one half the number'stood upon the plat- “You. were, ha!” .said Hyatt, and his eyes 
form, while the, remeiniler crvies the entrance’: began to gleam.. ‘* You-were.” ¢« 
‘below. Yes, and may yet if you put on that air too 

The old. lawyer bent his. eye «to jn crevice } often. Iam: not to be bullied, friend, let me tell 
which Jones had found so convenient.on another » you that to begin with.” 
occasion, and: looked into the room. “Two men Hyatt.sprang upon the young man like a tiger; 
were sitting upon some fragments of'stonein the but Smith seized him with both powerf ul arms, 
centre of the apartment, and..two others knelt.’ and dragged him back to the floor: 
by a heap of. plate: and other! valuables, which ** None of. this; Hyatt was not in earnest; he 
they were: dividing-into,separate parcéls. .One } did not: intend to strike: you, Righty: wv 
of. these men: held a:lamp,ywhich added to the take the goblets and be friends.” 
glitter from: the. precious metal, thtew abroad Smith flung the goblets om Blakely’s shire of 
light; on his! face, and though the others were |; the .spoil;and bending:down to Hyatt w 
watching: him. keenly, the arch rogue:eontrived'; in his ear. Hyatt started en and & 

: to. slide: several of Wn apniion at Sette date tiie to Blakelys ory! 
pocket without detection. -“You'are righty’ the cups ao ning’ to ypar 
46 Iwsay, Smith, neither you mor Hyatt pees a } portion.’ Let the thing drop.’? ° 
“tight to thoss goblets—so just put themon the; - Blakely still. remained sallen, and rejected’ 
other: heap,’’. cried .one/of | the men, with some} the: Paribas ele sit Ryedale 
‘asperity. .\* Blakely » Td: are ‘both sober:'as;} glances: ;* 
judges to-atgh's a0 Yoreneed not axtpectito ovary! _x€ Welly:wvelly seated teens friends tole: 
reach us2?y tised e1oywal blo odi bak .eee0'q} themexturicl: job presents ‘itself,”: said ‘Smith’ 
of This :is.- but; ja: fair Aisition, apettidinitey “Now let.each.take his share and be off.””: - 
holding. the goblet: irresolutely-in. bis hand, and “He will .betray us,” whispered’ Smith, as 
_ Jeoking at Hyatt who.tutned angrily around. | ‘Blakely and his companion Sarma them- 
-*None of your black iooks,’ *, eniedothe man.) petealeve De Hae gi : 
“Wer faur-of thase goblets from: the olds} ‘If he lives ) aid 
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stout: robber recoil. : It was: but a. momentary 
glanee, and then! Hyatt began like the others:to 
gather: up ‘his share of thevvaluables. He was 
interrupted bya sound: from the: platform. A 
loud, | clear ‘voice uttering -the: single’ word— 
“now! 99 

‘Phe door ‘was. flung open, mak, ston egilintige 
choked with men. 

‘¢ Villain, I have you at last!?? shouted Thomas 
Jones, flingitg: himself toward Hyatt, but his 
impetuosity defeated itself, the wary rogué darted 
by him like an arrow'and was gone, still ‘hugging 
the-stolen plunder to his:‘bosum.. Jones ‘sprang 
after him, but wads arrestédon the platform: bya 
shriek'so wild, so terrible in its unearthly sharp- 
ness that his very blood’ran'cold. ‘A crash, the 
clink of: falling metal; and another cry followed 
the first—thén-albwas still as death. “‘Thethree 
robbers, 'stodd motionless: and white as déath, 
each pinioned: between two’men as- pale and 
hogror-stricken ‘as’ himself. Not a° word’ was 
spoken, not! a’ breath was'drawti—the profound 
stilmess seemed more ewtal even than ‘that 
shriek had ‘been. 

At length. the old: lawyer took up the lamp 
which had been overturned; bat not extinguished’ 
inthe scuffle, and going out to:the platform: held! 
itdown.. A yawning’clasm methi’ view. That 
wretched man, in the haste: of his’ flight, had’ 
sprang with all his weight'upon one of the most 
time-worn ‘steps. It bent-béneath him; and then 
came forth that ‘terrible: shriek... His:arm was: 
flungiout in vains © Thé plate thus: freed’ fell 
down, and this slight impetus! served'to uproot 
the stone entirely fromits hold: on «the: wall.. 
Another shriek,:and: then came that void ‘in the 
stairease lover which the old lawyer held: his’ 
lamp. The light could’ reveal rio more. It could: 
not. penetrate to theanangled body that lay warm 
and» palpitating;‘yet: dead, far down* ini a vault. 
below the ground ‘from which the: robbers: had’ 
brought, forth \théir: plate. » They: had left: an 


near; the stairs. yawning to recéive the: 
a as he fetl with :his golden plunder | 
fl wn to mock his disfigured cotsé«; |‘! 


Qautiously,; and trembling with awe,:the men 
left above let themselves across-that fdéarful rent; 
and -chesm...-The | stairs, captors, and criniindls 
aiding: each other like friends i mutual "perils 
In silence they abandoned the tower; now-and» 
them the!.old.lawyet gave.ian order :usidet! his 
breath; but this wes alls. The rést utountedand: 
rode slowly.down the: ‘mountain, oppressed. By ' 
the amful-ecene,they had witnessed. |!.0. IT’ 

- dm this: moof :the.cavaleade rode inte town iti! 
the grey of that morni was :tovdeoide~ 
wine Jobi Mansons 0) eos) sh VW” 





ieneegcet 


Blakely kept his word, and that: day told the 
whole:trath as a witness for the crown. 

You should have. heard the shout that went 
up from the court-toom when John Manson was 
declared 4*not guilty.’? ° You should have seen: 
Thomas Jones standing there pressing the young 
man’s ‘hand iw his with the grip of a vice, while 
the hot tears:went raining down his cheek like 
rain upon the embrowried leaves’ of autumn. 
¥ou' should have seen ‘that lovely girlsweet 
Lucy ‘Jones—with her ‘blue eyes shining’ like 
humid violets; and those bright’ lips all in a 
quiver‘of holy joy! Then agaity you should 
have been in that stone cottage on the wed- 
ding day. Such: a day! It seemed meade on 
purpose for them. Never were flowers so bright’ 
as those that'caught the breezes that morning. 
You might have found violets’ ‘on’ the’ river’s: 
bank ‘that scented everythiig’ about, till the 
very grass that’ hid them was’ bathed in frag- 
rance. The-spity’breath of the honeysuckles: 
came sweeping in from, the porely; and moss- 
roses, there would have been more of them, 
but-Lueyvhad rifled the finest bush; just under 
the window, to make a’ garland’ for her head, 
and there ‘they bloomed: among’ those beautiful: 
tresses) white’ as ‘stiow, but with’ ‘the faintest 
blush, slumbering: at the: core, as if the: moss; 
had caught fire and was just beginning to kindle. 
The old lawyet stood tubbing his palms softly 
together’ when the lovely girl came: forth with, 
her bridal: Gress relieved with ribbons’ of. the! 
faintest possible rose color, and the prettiest 
blash> coming» ‘and: goingon her cheek: ~ And 
the old: park-keeper, it would have done’ you: 
good to, see -how social’ and: animated . he was 
that day.) The very: hduse: dog looked’ jovial 
in the white ribbon which some mischievous. 
youngster from: the village: had! tied about hig’ 
neck; and-as for the swallows, there never was 
such a rout: as. they. had around’ the chimneys 


and) under’ the eaves; back and» forth through 


the: honeysueckles. It really seeméd’as if) they 
knew what-wae going on withimdoors; and were 


013 determined ‘to’ have sipparnes pa ren re 


betters, > san 

» Altogether ‘it was: dy svaels inbecatet 
Lean assure you. ‘The-prettiest-sight you ever: 
sat eyes on was'that bridal'group as they passed 
underthe did ‘trees to the:chiirch. . As fors” 
Manson’ lis) fine! face was‘alt in a' glow of «hap-' 
piness. And the old lawyer’s heart was so mel»: 
lowed “and* warmed op, that simmediately} on 
retiring: from the chuteh, he slipped.a little paper 
‘parcel: into: Ltiey’s wad, which onvopening she. 
found to! contain fifteen golden: 
vabtly° the: money ‘thathad been ‘hie ‘paid: 
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THE LAMP AND THE FNSECT.—STANZAS. 





within my knowledge of a lawyer relinquishing 
a fee once obtained, I feel: in duty bound to 
give it honorable record. Altogether it was one 
of the pleasantest weddings that it has been my 
good fortune to. chronicle, of that I am perfectly 
satisfied. 





THE LAMP AND THE INSECT. 

BY MRS. C. COLEGROVE. 

Tue lamp burned brightly with a glittering ray, 

And shone enlightening on all things around, 

And seemed with dancing vanity to say— 

“How nearly I exceed the orb of day,” 4 

Tho’ his heart-ray her transient light.had drowned... 

“My light is bright, and nicely splendid,” said 

The giddy lamp, whose tetering blaze arose 

With yellow, young conceit—‘‘I fling my aid 

In twinkling trains to battle night and shade,” 

And thus admired and praised her own red nose. 


The lamp’s conveit fell on an insect’s ear, 

Whose fine-wrought wings upheld him coursing round, 
And casting eye in wonder. and some fear, 

Gazed steadily in moveless silence here, 

Then sprang on wing again with buzzing sound. 


His wee, sharp eye, he often cast, inclined, 

With prying purpose to comprehend the’ blaze, 
Who8e golden radiance turned his little mind; 

And veering round and round in wish to find 

The source and nature of the light, grew blind, 

And lurch’d into a darkening, helpless maze. 

His giddy head-grew wheedled with the light, 
Whose mystery drew entratic’d his curious eyes, 
And on his wings, he flew, unsteady, light, 

With aimless tendency, and faltering flight, 
O’ercome, and drunk, with glittering beams so bright, 
And senseless, toward the flame, his wing be plies. 
With ray-charmed sense uncurbed, he holds his flight 
Till, whizzing, tranc’d, an instant, held in air, 

He halts, and views unwarn’d, the golden light, 
Then gathering to his wings their fatal might, 

With rapid plunge, he steers steadfastly, right 

Into the burning, brilliant, deadly snare: 

Writh’d with whelming anguish, speechless, wrung, 
In backward flight, with half-burnt wings, the fly, 
Fallen and forlorn, with flaying torture stung, 

All erisp’d and shrunk, in bounding leaps he sprung, 
And half alive, sidewise, himself he flung, 

Sah pening in last agony, he droop’d to die. 


% LINES. 
WHATEVER sorrows.cross the path, 
Whatever cares are given; 
Believe them sent, by Mercy’s hand, 
, To fit our souls for Heaven! - 
“Tf left alone, we careless grow, 


: pha lar hearts to vice are given; 
in pity, interferes, 
chastens us for Heaven! B. F. T. 


Lingoangéales apie 
- Doth steal upon this soul of mine 
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STANZAS. 
I Love to sit, at twilight e’en, 
And watch. the glitt’ring stars of night, 
Those emblems pure of Nature’s Heav’n, 
And praise the God who gave them light. 
I love to rise, at break of morn, 
To wander o’er the fertile plain, 
When warblers sweet proclaim the dawn, 
And fill the air with joyful strain. 
“T love to view the limpid stream 
As if meanders gently by, 
When sunset, with its liig’ring beam, 
And golden tinge illamies the sky. 


» 1 love.the balmy air of 20; 


vy. With dewy tears and zephyr sighs, 


. It doth the ruffled wind relieve, 
And soothes the spirit ere it flies. 
T love the glorious orb of day 
That gives’a sunshine to the heart, 
With radiance gilds life’s dreary way, 
And sheds on all an equal part. 


T love to see a noble barque . 
Majestic ploughing thro’ the sea, 
When light’nings flash, and thunder dark, 
Remindeth of Eternity. 


T love a fair and -winning face; 
And noble soul, with worth of mind, 
A gentle and bewitching grace, t 
With truth and innocence combin’d. 
-I love the bud and blooming rose, 
Whose grace and perfume give delight; 
The violet that humbly grows, 
That wins the sense and charms the sight. 


I love o’er all fair Nature’s Sire, 
Who made the earth, the sea, the sky, 
+ ‘The architect whom all admire, 
The God Supreme.who dwells on high. 


ne 


JUNE. 

BY WILLIAM CONWAY. 
Ox, Moon of Flowers! Bright Moon.of Flowers! 
Thou ’mindest me of the hallowed hours ~~ 
When Youth; and Joy, and Hope sublime, 
Were wreathed around the brow of Time! 
‘Phou ’mindest me of the happy'hours 
I pass’d among Life's. morning bowers, 
‘When Time upon his noiseless wing 
No blight of grief or cate could bring! 
Ah, Moon of Flowers! Ah, Moon of Flowers! 
Forever flown are those dear hours! 
Faded and wither’d also now, 
That once bright wreath around Time’s brow! 
Yet, Moon of Flowers! Sweet Moon. of Flowers! 


, 


Like fimsio, o'er the sea ofv'Time! 
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Our Prospectus For 1848.—Or. the cover of this 
magazine there will be found a Prospectus for the 
year 1848, The magazine has never before expe- 
rienced such success as during the present year, and, 


if the public voice ‘is:to be believed; has never been }. 


so superior! But ourexcellence in 1847:is but a fore- 
shadowing of our excellence in 1848! We shall spare 
no expense in procuring elegant embellishments. Our 
literary department, will be culled with the, greatest 
care from the mass of original | matter submitted to us. 
This is emphatically. a.magazine for ladies. It-is at 
once a companion for. othe fireside and the. boudoir. 
The inculcation of correct principles, in a pleasant 
guise, is one of the high’ ‘aims of out ‘work,’ atid’ we are 
gratified to pereéive that our moral stories have met 
the warm approbation of ‘the public. We consider it 
the highest compliment we Have received; that the 
National” is just sucha book as,.mothers.ought to 
place in the hands of their daughters. The |longing 
for fiction is natural to:the human. mind. Better gratify 
it with proper than improper. nutriment, with original 
American stories, rather than false French novels! 
To inculcate true views of life, to improve while we 
amusé; is the peculiar province of this work. 

We keep our readers also informed of the world 
of fashion! A true taste in dress, not a false and 
flashy one, should characterize every American lady! 
We give the latest fashions in advance of all cotem- 
poraries. They are such, too, a8 every lady can 
adopt, without insult to her: modesty. The plates, 
in which they are depicted, are beautiful pictures in 
themselves! In fact, our fashion plates for 1847 have 
been universally pronounced, superior to those of every 
cotemporary for beauty. and accuracy; and when our 
plates for January and February of 1848 are seen, it 





will be pronounced that we have excelled, far: led 
even ourselves. - 
We intend to make this the leading magazine of the 


country! Its price places it within the reach of all. 
At two dollars we shall publish a Periodical as elegant 
and useful as any at the old price of three dollars. 
Fitness, beauty, taste and value are the qualities we 
endeavor to be characterized by. A magazine of this 
description is what the sex requires ! 

Tfvonr friends who take a'single copy would exert 
themselves, a club might, in most:instances, be raised 
in their neighborhood, with: advantage to themselves, 
as the price would be lower ! 


Avornine or Hovsss.—~We find the following 
excellent remarks in the London. Art Union. How 
frequently do we see every rule of taste violated by 
7 manner in which pictures, statues, vases, or other 

nt ornaments are disposed about a house! The 
ns of the Art Union, it is as well to say, ere 
"made in reference to houses with a drawing-room up 


stairs.. Where a different style of gshid igs 
rent. at 


this will be readily understood. 






“It is only natural. toc st that, on entering a 
mansion first appe be one of simpli- 
city, y | the peye with i ino! light 





—— 


the interien seems . caipchaen to the 
rawing-room, where the principal luxuries of art a 
Grpatibelution should be Wesontbted: a “4 
ae the aoe statues er riate,’ or 
t are you 
to be Hy aie to the a s of the spaces left unoccupied 
by doorways} and, if inserted in the panelling, would 
form a continuation of architectural divisions } besides, 
the give an appearance of greater space than if hung 
rames. In town houses, allegorical or mytholo- 
gical subjects are the most suitable. For country 
ouses, hunting pieces, fruit and game ‘subjects, ‘or 
whole-length portraits. Religious compositions are 
wholly out of place in entrance-halls. 

The dining-room being dedicated to a should 
have analogous subjects; bright landscapes of good 
dimensions are. cheering....A superb example vel ae 
taste exists at Bowood, the seat wa a ° Maras 
Lansdowne, where ene 
landscapes, painted by C. Stanfield, R. A. 
ing, joyous figs of £ this. decoration must be seen Pipe 
appreciated ere'is another class of pictures, which 
with refinéd' taste ‘and love of literature, becomes ap- 
propriate--as the poftraits of di ished penusikt 
either sover warriors, or men distinguished for 
acquirements which reflect honor on themselves or 
their country. To dine in the imposing presence of 
great ‘celebrities’. is not without its influence, on the 

eful repast : it.is. adding the luxuries of mind to the 
ower gra ations of the table. The dining parlor at 
Northwick-park, the seat of Lord Northwick, is an 
example that may be cited for the superb Varidykes 
by which it is decorated, 

‘Staircases are not —— na gg wt for pictures ; . 
but sculpture, bronzes, and. vases, may 
Sreasnen 7 opriety this nce channel of com- 





Is are filled + lar, Thien 
e = 


munications : Sine are there placed, they, have 
the appearance discarded from the apartments, 
or thrust out of 


“The library an books, ba nip little 
acceammoating [i or the ey _ portraits of lite 
rary persons or divines ar rylosa and F peegnt 
may be here| disposed wtitkad advantage, as well as small 
and elaborate pictures or drawings of high quality. ’ 

$ a wg rtion of an abodes ig that of the greatest 

“Tn is goutwelly sountbored thas herd prota 

nt io geuded conside at here: sion may 

jal pe pm ingeeeentieh under Inia a 
tion of. wertw. e. elegance o: e porcelain, chasings, 
enamels, and objects adorned wae ems, carvings in 
ivory, sculptures in alabaster, are all ible ac- 
cording to the present received ideas. Pictures, too, 
so long rejected, are now considered as suitably placed 
in drawing-rooms. The subjects here appropriate are 
of two classes—either works of the highest character, 
or those subjects.only which are of elegant and chaste 


% design. In the. first class are, however, included the 


low genre — of the old Dutch school, the oceu- 
of peasants, Sometimes vulgar, or cattle pieces 
in farm-yards; and’ —_ such as’ p of 
refinement do not seek to witness as living en 
The wonderful talent with which the great master; 
invested’ these ordinary transcripts of common ty 
makes them coveted as drawing-room berm 4 Of 





the other class, where this great attainment of 
no existence, the admissible subjects for drawing-r 
decoration are the cl 
sylvan, and the pastoral. 
under these denominatio: 
landscape, if portrayed wi Gs 
ral scenes; but itis the coarse Ay one 
wallowing swine, and asses, cows in, -yard filth, 


~ which can be ran 


horses in stables, drunken revels, low brutalities, de- P 


ed humanities, or impure scenes of nude 
es: totally ‘unfit to tbe placed votes 


conversation. A ral remark be offered, 
that it would be aitable not to works 
ancient oe modern ‘painters effect 


age upon the ancient, and the newness of “ee test of 4 


elegant, the poetic, the 


ry way eligible A 
ie, may rank 7 , 





in ‘the* apartments - 
where people meet for the st of social ~ 
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act disad: usly to both when in ju: i 
Bad tasté would be “evinced by placing Aner. 
drawings among oil-paintin; ut ngs are very 
delightful 1 companions in a Tady?s boudoir, or may be 
agreeably placed in bed-roomis ; although generally they 
are kept in the port-folio, as ‘their bril ancy endures 
longer. Fine prints, framed, at ey po! con- 
— to the cheerfulness of bed-rooms and drawmg- 
a iihe neekmaihalt pictares.is by lines on 
chains attached to hooks — rods placed on the pexning, 
When chains are employed they are usually gilt 
thus add something to the glitter of a toom. When 
many pictures are suspend 
the numerous strings produce an appearance incon- 
sistent with decoration: the mechanism of adornment 
should surely be concealed, and any contrivance that 
would effect it is desirable.” 


a 


FASHIONS FOR NOVEMBER. 


Oor plate, this month, is yery elegant, and may be 
relied. on for accuracy. 

Fig. 1.—An Opera Dress of rich pink silk, corsage 
low and pointed, sleeves short, and fulkskirt. A superb 
rosette of cherry colored ribbon, set in a trimming of 
broad lace, ornaments the right side of the skirt. Opera 
cloak of green satin, trimmed with deep lace, with 
hood to match: 

Pid. 11.A’ Waneiwa Diruss of ‘embroidered eash- 
mere ; the corsage made tight, a point; atid high in the 
necks The sleeves are half loose' and ‘deseend nearly 


’ to the wrist, disclosing a cambric sleeve beneath. This 


costume is suitable alike for the house or street. Head 
dress of lace’and ribbon. 

Fre. t1.—A WaAtxkine Dress of silk; corsage high 
and pointed; sleeves long and tight. A beautiful over 
dress, half cardial, Half saeque, made of rich blue vel- 
vet and trimmed with lace, is ‘the chief featuré-of this 
cestume.. | This styleof sacque will,be the fashionable 
one the.coming winter...:‘Thie bonnat is of velvet, trim: 
med. with. fringe and velvet... 

GeneraL Rumarks.—The styles of bonnets now in 
use are generally straws, trimmed with warm colored 
ribbens: . The straws: are of every variety... 'The;trim- 
mings. are frequently of velvet .ribbon, edged with 
fringe. ..The shape of the bonnet,is more flaring, in 
front than formerly. Several,patterns for. new bonnets 
have made their appearance. The material is gene- 


“rally, velvet, thongh silk will be much used}, and being 


of @ lighter character willbe more graceful. "We have 
seen 3 ‘very pretty white hat, made with a rounded 
crown, trimmed on tlie outside with lace, and in ‘the 
inside with delicate blue flowers. “Another ig'of black 
satin, drawn, trimmed with a drooping black feather ; 
and for light. complexions this style of Bonnet cannot 
be rivalled. A few of haracter were worn last 
winter, but they will be more generally fashionable 
this: In cloaks, -&e.,’there’ will ‘be a- preference for 
Clegatit’ ettibroidéred” velvet onies. “ One'style; and the 
Most distinguished; we-give in our'plate. “The sacque 
of last wiiiter will still coftinue’ in use, thongh with 
some modifications; for it will be cut 1é8s to the figure; 
80 as to have a graceful look... In\material, eituer gay 
- tartans or small set figures continue fashionable. The 
style, in this respect, willbe. in:extremes. 





REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 

An American Dictionary. of the English Lan- 
guage. Exhibiting the Origin, Orthography, and 
Definition af Words. By Noah Webster, LL. D.: 
to which are added a synopsis of words differently 
pronounced by different orthapists,and Walker’s Key 
to the classical pronunciation of Greek; Latin, and 
Scriptural proper names. Revised; ud enlarged by 
Chauncey A, Goodrich, Professor in Yale College. 
Harper. & Brothers. 

There. probably has never been a work published in 
America upon which so much learned’ research and 
intellectual labor has been lavished as upon this noble 
Dictionary. Three years of close and unremitting 
labor bestowed by men every way competent to the 
task, has resulted in a work perfeot as.anything of the 
kind can be made., Every part has been carefully re- 
vised. Every precaution has manifestly been taken to 
give perfect accuracy in the definitions, and while 
Webster’s improvements have allbeen retained; the 
orthography is considerably modified. In short, learn- 
ing and ‘industry have been given Without ‘stint, and 
they have presented us a Dictionary that will doubtless 
supercede all others now in usé. This Dictionary is 
issued in a large volume of fifteen hundred pages, 
closely printed in double column. “The price brings 
it within the range of all classes, and it cannot fail of 
universal popularity. 

The Leaflets of Memory for 1848. Edited by Dr. 
Reynell H. Coates. Philada: E. H. Butler & Co.— 
This is the most.splendid annual of the season, and 
superior even to the same publication for 1847. It 
contains, as did its predecessor, four superb illumina- 
tions, all of which,except the,picture.of the ‘‘ Natural 
Bridge,” are as elegant as they are magnificent. The 
mezzotints are by Sartain, beautifully executed, and 
the subjects selected with rare taste. The paper is of 
the whitest kind, the'type large, the binding unequalled. 
We find many excellent talés, and several fine poems 
among the contents. Mrs. Hale, Mrs. Joseph C: Neal, 
Mrs. Ellet; and other celebrated ferrale writers add to 
the brilliancy of the pages; “while Dr. Coates; Fay 
Robinsoti; Esq.,"N. P. Willis, and several more of the 
masculine sex contribute able articles. © We cannot 
avoid particutatizing two of the meztotints as espe- 
cially elegant :—they are those entitled “ Mary,” and 
“The Lady Isabel.” “We mast also'eomplittient the 
publisher on’ his‘ style of binding for 1848; we regard 
it as far more tasteful thar! in '1847. We'venture to 

prophecy that no Englist anual, not even the most 
costly‘one, will'excel the ““Leaflets for 1848” in beauty 
and nierit.” Fv B: Péterson, 98 Chesnut street. 

Story of the Battle of Waterloo. 1 vol, By Gleig. 
Harper & ‘Brothers.—The Battle of ‘Waterloo was so 
terrible in itself, and so stupendous in its conseque: 
that a true history ofits détails can scarcely be ‘gi 
imaay volume not exclusively devoted to sty aa 
ject.. Taken in this:light, the story'of Waterloo isan 
imvaluable piece of history which we ‘could all dispense 
with, but it-has other merits, and-is' enlivened. with 
anecdotes of the b incidents, that touch 
the feelings with all the Vividness:of:a romance. It.is 
bound, -and handsomely ornamented. 

, wf, 
a 











184 


REVIEW “OF NEW BOOKS. 





Lamartine’s History of the Girendists. Trans- 
lated by H. J. Ryde, Harper & Brothers.—The first 
volume of ‘this important work is issued in a form ahd 
size to match the “Homes and Haunts of the Poets:” 
the typography and material are equally faultless and 
worthy of commendation. Strung together with those 
évents that make up a ‘fearful history of the French 
Revolution, Lamiartine gives memoirs of all the impor- 
tant that took part in that horrible drama. 
As @ book of history and biography united it is unique 
and intensely interesting. Never having read the ori- 
ginal, we can only guess at the faithfulness of the 
translation. The style seems to partake somewhat of. 
the transcendental school, whichis not caleulated to 
add to its clearness, but this, for ought we know, may 
arise from faithfulness to the author—and to many 
it would be a merit in any'casé, though we are not 
among the many. The work is to be completed in 
three volumes, and a valuable one it will prove. © 


Norman’s Bridge; or, the Modern Midas. 
Mrs. Marsh, the author of “The Two Old Men’s 
Tales,” -c.—Next to the author of Marriage this lady 
ranks highest among the female authors of England in 
our humble estimation, Nothing can be more touching 
than her, scenes of domestic life—nothing more beau- 
tifal than her female characters. Norman’s Bridge i is 
almost without. plot, and is simply the histery in its 
minute details of a man absorbed by a thirst for wealth, 
which brings the curse entailed on every inordinate 
passion upon him and his. Nothing can be more touch- 
ingly interesting than the character of this man’s wife. 
We have seen exactly such a woman perish from lack 
of care, while her miser husband forget her and every 
thing else | in ‘his wretched craving for gold, Such 
things exist out of Great Britain, and out of books, only 
we casinot ‘be always by ‘to read a life as we do a 


voltinte. 


James? Life of Henry 1V.—The Harper’s ‘are pub- 

; this new production of the most prolific of living 

in several numbers, uniform with.their beau- 

tifal edition of Miss Pardoe’sywork. . Perhaps the reign 

of this. great monarch .is unéqualled in the annals. of 

French history for the interest/of its events, social and 

political. There was so. much.of chivalry and romance 

in the ,character.of, Henry: his, reign was so, crowded 

with. events, that, it only, requires the genias of a man 

like James to, make his life gne ‘ofthe most popular 

works.of the day; , It really is ‘eleabing to.find James 
in a. new walk of literature... , 

_.The. Harper’s have also published Margaret Gra 
ham,, another novel, by James, very. interesting, and 
pe good. moral; as in truth isthe case with all his 

tales.and.romances. But then he always.will hinge 
his Br upon marta, ‘and this is a very distressing 


1c Postiaal Werke of Willian» Alsountdors 1 vol. 

iJ. B. Léppincott: §&Co.—There: are many 

good passages. in this book; especially in “The Colum: 
biad,”’ @ poem -of infinite labor, modelled somewhat 
after Paredise, Lost.1Posterity:is'always'a more im- 
partial judge of! such efforts! @ man’s own-genera- 
tion, and we, therefore, | a natural modesty in 


expressing our opinion in detail.on'this 
* 





such books ag these that 


“Men, Women and Books. 2 vols. By Leigh Hunt. 
—These two volumes are well worth their price, if it 
were.only for what they say of Lady Mary Wortley 
Montague, and Madame De Sevigné. They are rich 
in variety, the author chatting upon all subjects with 
his reader in the most easy humor possible. The sea- 
sons, scenery, bed-rooms, birds, trees and antmals.are 
all brought upon the carpet with the utmost naturalness 
and grace. But for our part we like the criticisms 
and little dashes at biography best, because they seem 
more earnest and manly than the:lighter portions. The 
Harpers publish thése volumes with.all the taste usually 
lavished upon their works. _ The frontispiece is an en- 
graved portrait of the author. 

Fresh Gleanings. By Ik Marvel. In two parts. 
Fifty cents each. Harper-& Brothers —What the 
author of Omoo is in the isles of the ocean, [k Marvel 
has proved himself in the fields of continental Europe. 
His descriptions of scenes given by other pens over 


By } and over again are fresh as the newly mown hay of a 


meadow which loses nothing of its fragrance, though 
the scythe has passed over the same surface a hundred 
times before. For our part we could sit in an easy 
chair and travel with’ Ik, folder in hand, forever and 
a day without the slightest desire to part company. 


The Life of Elizabeth Fry. 1vol. J..W. Moore, 
Philada.—There never, perhaps, liveda woman whose 
charity was more discriminating, yet extensive than 
that of Elizabeth Fry. Like Howard, the philanthro- 
pist, sh» made: herself the friend of the prisoner, and 
carried Christian consolation to the darkest abodes of 
crime and punishment. To the sect to which she be- 
longed, the Quakers, she. was a bright ornament, as 
well as to the whole Christian world. This record of 
her life is prepared by her family from her. own diaries 
and letters... The book is well got up. 

The Miscellaneous Works of Henry Mackenzie. 
In three parts. Harper & Brothers.—This work is 
published in a form to maf¢h Miss Pardoe’s Court of 
Lois the’ Fourteenth.’ The three numbers comprise 
“The Man of the World,” “The Man of Feeling;” 
and ‘the mostitouching story of ‘‘ Juliade Roubigne,” 
a story that lingers‘about the heart longer than atmost 
any ‘other fiction we ever read. Besides: these are 
papers'from the Mirror, all for seventy-five cents, and 
on the whitest paper, with the most perfect print. 

“ Harper's Pictorial History a England. —This 

ificent, work .is progressing rapidly toward a 
grreistss of the third volume, when, finished it will 
be seco: evi to an Amprican 
public. is all that a great history should be—per- 
fect in style,.in embellishment, : and material. It is 
given the Harpers their 
enviable among “a 


The Months. By W..C, Hosmer, “Boston: Tick 





nor & Co.—This, volume contains twelve poems, one, “ “ae 

on each month of the year, Some of the poems are 

very fine, and.all are excellent. . Mr. Hosmer is,.one 

of our rising writers. , i 
Chambers’. ‘Miscellany.' Nos. 4 ig 5—T reps 

mitable work we receive regularly from the igs 

phia agents, G.. B. Zeiber, and T. B. Peterson. = 
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